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Ince tis i' Intent and Buſineſs of the Stage, e 


Jo copy out the Follies of the Age; | 
To hold to every Man a faithful Glaſs, -» * 
And ſbeau tim of what Species he's "an An; 
Hope the next that teaches in the School, 
Will few our Author he's a ſcribling Fool. 
And that the Satyr may be ſure to bite, 


And grant ſome ugly Lady may indite— 


ind Heaven inſpire ſome venom'd Prieft to auritt, 


— 


For I wou'd have him laſb d, by Heavens, 1 ao d, 


Till his Preſumption ſavam away in Blood. 
Three Plays at once proclaims a Face of Braſs, 
No matter what they are, that's not the Caſe; 
To aorite three Plays, eben that's to be an aſs. 
But what I leaſt forgive, be knows it too; 
For to his Coft he lately has-known you. 
Experience ſhews, to many a Writer's Smart, 
Tou hold a Court where Mercy ne er had Part; 
So much of the old Serpent s Sting you bave, 
You lewe to damn, as Heaven delights-to ſave. 


In foreign Parts, let a bold Volunteer 
For publick Good upon the Stage appear,” 1 10 
He meets ten thouſand Smiles to difftpateihis Fear. 
All tickle. on the adventuring young Beginner, ' \ 


And only ſcourge the incorrigible Sinner: 
They touch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 
So gentle, that his Merit ſtill may fland : 
Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 

That he may ſhun em when he aurites again, 
But tis not ſo, in this good natur d Town, 
Alls one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown: 


Ol ExnGLand's Play was aways knocking down. 
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ACT E- Gn, 
S.CENE, Sir John Brute's Howe. 


Sir John, /olus. 5 
HA T cloying Meat is Love, when Matri- 
mony's the Sauce to it? Two Years Mar- 
riage has debauch'd my five ſenſes, Every 
thing I ſee, every thing I hear, every 
60M thing I feel, every thing I ſmell, and 
every thing I taſte— methinks has Wife in t. | 
No Boy was ever ſo weary of his Tutor, no Girl-of 
her Bib, no Nun of doing Penance, nor old Maid of 
being chaſt, as I am of being married. - 
Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'duponthe very Name 
of Wife. My Lady is a young Lady, a fine Lady, a 
witty Lady, a virtuous Lady—and yet J hate her. There 
zs but one Thing on Earth I loath beyond her; that's 
1 figating. Would my Courage come up but to a fourth 
Part of my Ill- nature, I'd ſtand buff to her Relations, 
and thruſt her out of Doors. But Marriage has ſunk: 
me down to ſuch an an Ebb of Reſolution, I dare 
not draw my Sword, tho even to get rid of my 
Wife. But here ſhe comes. 
E Enter Lady Bxurz. 
| L. B. Do you dine at home to-day, Sir Joh? a 
Sir Joh. Why do you expect I ſhou'd telk you, what 1 
don't. Know my ſelf ? AY 
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Z. B. 1 thought there was no Harm in aſking you. 

Sir Job. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im 2 
tinence, Women might be i d in molt Things wy 
ſay, or do. 

TA B. I'm ſorry I've ſaid any Thing to diſpleaſe you. 

Sir 7%. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 
portance to me, as my dining at home or abroad ought 
to he to you. 

L. B. My Enquiry was only that mew have pro- 
vided aca liked. 1. 

Sir 70h. Six to four you had hee in the wroog there 
again ; for what I lik'd yeſterday I dan. t like to-day 4 
and 1 Tlike to-day, tis odds I mayn't like to-morrow. 

L. B. But if I had aſked you what you. lik'd ? 2 

Sir Joh. Why then there would have been more aſk- 
ing about it, than the Thing was worth. 

L. B. Iwiſh I did but know how I micht pleaſe you. 

Sir Joh. Ay, but that Sort of E is not a 
Wife's Talent. | 

IL. B. Whate'er my Talent i is, Fm ſure my will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. 

Sir Joh. If Women were to have their With, the 

World would be finely govern'd. ; 

I. B. What Reaſon have I given you tous 10 as you 
do of late? It once was otherwiſe: Vou married me 
for Love. 

Sir Job. And you me for Money: 80 your have your 
Reward, and I have mine. | 

I. B. What is. it that diſturbs you? 3 

Sir Joh. A Parſon. | 

.L. B. Why, what has he done to you 2 


Sir Fob He has married me. o 
[Exit Sir John. | 
Lady Bavrs, fola. 


The Devil's i in — Fellow, I think — I was told bifobs: 
I married him, that thus twou'd be: But I thought 1 had 
Charms enough to govern him; and that where : 
there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs by happy; ſo 
my Vanity has decejv'd me, and my Ambition has made 
me uneaſy. But ſome Comfort ſtill; if one would be 
reveng'd of him, theſe are good Times; a amen 

i lave 
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The Provok'd Vife. 7 
have a Gallant, and a ſeparate Maintenance too— The 
ſarly Puppy—yet he's a fool for't : For hitherto he has 
been no Monſter: But who knows how far he may pro- 
'voke me. I never lov'd him yet, I have been ever true 
to him; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art and 
Nature upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favour of 
a ternpting Lover ys | By 
 Methinks ſo noble a Defence as I have made, ſhould 
be rewarded with better Uſage— Or who can tell? Per- 
haps a good: Part of what I ſuffer from my Huſband, 
may be a Judgment upon me for my cruelty tomy Lover 
— Lord with what Pleaſure cou'd I indulge that Thought, 
were there but a Poſſibility of finding Arguments tomake 
it good! —And how do I know but there may — Let 
me ſee—What oppoſes ? My matrimonial Vow— Why, 
what did I vow ? I think I promis'd to be true to my 
Huſband. . | . | 

Well-; and he promis'd to be kind to me. 

But he ha'nt kept his Word „ 0 

Why then I'm; abſolv'd from mine —- ay that ſeerfis 

clear to me. The Argument's good between the Kin: 
and the People, why not between the Huſband and 
Wife? O, but that Condition was not expret— Ng 
matter *twas underſtood: i 

Well, by all I ſee, if T argue the Matter a little longer 
with myſelf, I ſhan't ſind ſo many Bugbears in the way, 
as I thought I ſhould. © Lord, what ſine Notions of Vir- 
tue do we Women take up, upon the Credit of old fooliſh 
Philoſophers ! Virtue's it's own Reward, Virtue's this, 
Virtue's that—Virtue's an Aſs, and a Gallant's worth 
forty on't. SPL 2 284 | 1 
| Enter BetinDa. | 

L. B. Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 

Bel. Good - morrow, Madam; you look pleas'd this 
Morning. | 

F 

Bel. With what, pray? 

L. B. With my Hufband. 25 

Bel. Drown Hufbands, for yours is a provoking Fellow: 
As he went out juſt now, 1 pray'd him to tell me what 


. Time 
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Time of Day twas; and he aſk'd me if I took him. for 
the Church-Clock, that was obliged to tell all the Pariſh. 
I. B. He has been ſaying ſome good obliging Things 
to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us'd me ſo barba- 
rouſly of late, that I cou'd almoſt reſolve to play the 
- downright Wife— and cuckold him. 

Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. 

L. B. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid for't than 
; you'd imagine, Child. 1 know, according to the ſtrict 
| Statute-Law of Religion I ſhou'd do wrong, but if there 
were a Court of Chancery 1 in Heaven, I'm ſure I ſhou'd 
galt him. 

Bel. If. there were a Houſe of Lond you * 

L. B. In either I ſhould: infallibly carry my Cauſe— 
Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not I. 

Bel. Ay, but you know we muſt return Good for Evil. 
I. B. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation 
Prithee be of my Opinion, Belinda, for I'm poſitive I'm 
in the right ; and if you'll keep up the Prerogative of a 
Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are in the right, 
vhen ever you do any. I hing you have a Mind to. But 8 
I ſhall play the fool and jeſt on, till I make you begin to 
think I'm in earneſt. 

Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 
any thing that you defire to keep a Secret from me. 

L. 3. Alaſs, my dear, I have no Secrets. My Heart 
cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 

el. Your. Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have ſeen 
them gadding, when) our Tongue has been lockt up ſafe 
enough. 

L. B. My Eyes gadding ! Prithee after who, Child? 

Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate him as 
much as I know you love him. 

I B.  Conflant you mean? 

Bel. I do ſo. 

L. B. Lord what ſhou'd put ſuch a thing into your 
Head ? 

Bel. That which puts things into moſt Peoples Heads ; 

. Obſervation. 


L. B. Why what have you obſery'd i in the Name of 
. Wonder ?: M 
E.. 
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Bel. I have obſerv'd you biuſh when you met him, 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of Hu- 


mour with every thing about you: Ina word, never was 


poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, and ſo rein'd 1 in 
with Fear! 


L. B. How ſtrong i is fancy! | 05 
Bel. How weak is Woman! 


L. B. Prithee Niece, have a better Opinion of your 


* Aunt's Inclination. 


Bel. Dear Aunt, havea better Opinion of your Niece's 
Underſtanding. 

L. B You'tl make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me-laugh. _ 

L. B. Then you ars reſolv'd to perſiſt * 

Bel. Politively. . 

L. B. And all I can ſay— 

Bel. Will. ſignify nothing.. 

I. B. Tho' | ſhould ſwear 'twere e falſe—- 

Bel. | ſhou'd think it true. 

L. B. Then let us both forgive ( Ki Ing ber) for we 
have both offended ; I in making a Secret, Vou in diſ- 
covering it. 

Bel. Good-Nature may do much : But you have more 
Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon t'other. 

L. B. Tis true gelinde, you have given me ſo many 
Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has been in- 
deed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily forgive me, 
remember, Child, that when our Nature prompts us to 
a Thing our Honour and Religion have forbid us, we 
wou'd (wer't poſſible). conceal even from the Soul itfelf, 
the Knowledge of the Body's Weakneſs, 

Bel. Well I hope to make your Friend. Amends, you'll 
hide nothing from her for the future, tho? the Body 
ſhou'd ſtill grow weaker and weaker. - 

L. B. No, from this Moment I haveno more Reſerve; 7 
and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own, Belinda, Im 
in. Danger. Merit and Wit aſſault me from without; Na- 
ture and Love ſollicite me within: My Huſband's barba- 
rous Uiage piques me to Revenge and Satan catching at 
the fair Occaſion, throws in my way that VEngeanges 
which. of all bro pleaſes. Woman beſt, 


4 5 e Pct. 


10 The Provo d Wife. 

Bel. Tis well Conftant don't know the weakneſs of the 
Fortifications; for o'my Cee he d ſoon come on to 
the Aﬀault. 

L. B. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But 
lebatever you may have obſerv'd, I have difſembled fo. 
well as to keep him ignorant. So you ſee I'm no Coquer, 
Belinda: And if you'll follow my advice, you'll never be 
one neither. *Tis true, Coquettry is one of the main In- 
gredients in the natural Compoſition of a Woman, and 
J, as well as others, could be well enough pleas'd to ſee 
a Crowd of young Fellows, ogling and glancing, and 
watching all Occaſions to do forty fooliſh officious 
Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome of 'em puſh on, even to 
hanging or drowning : Why—F aith—if I ſhould let 
pure Woman alone, I ſhou'd e' en be but too well pleas d 

with't. 

Bel. I'll ſwear twould tickle me ſtrangely. 

L. B. Rut after all, tis a vicious Practice in us, to give 
the leaſt Encouragement, but where we defign to come to 
a Concluſion. For *tis an unreaſonable Thing to engage 
a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand reſolve we ne- 
ver will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon one of 
the ſupream Bleſſings of her Life. For I am fully con- 
vinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſſeſſing a Mi- 
ſtreſs, as Woman has in jilting a Gallant. | 
L. BiThe arten woman then on Earth muſt be our 
Neighbour. 

Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition? She has V anity 
and Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous Original, 
in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever furniſh'd to any 
of her Sex before her. 

L. B. She concludes all men her Captives ; and whatever 
Courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her in that Opinion. 
Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks tis Modeſty, and takes 
it for a Proof of their Paſhon. 

L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, and 
done to prevent town- talk. 

Bel. When her folly makes em laugh, ſhe thinks they 
are pleas'd with her Wit. 

L. B. And when her Impertinence makes em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours, Bel, 


ill, 
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Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes for 


granted, aim at her. 


L. B. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe thinks 


they envy her. 


Bel. Pray, out of Pity to our ſelves, let us find a better 
Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you think your 
Huſband inclined to Jealouſy ? | 

L. B. O, no; he does not love me well enough for that. 


Lord, how wrong Mens Maxims are ! They are ſeldom 


jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very fond of em; 
whereas they ought to conſider the Womens Inclinations, 


for there depends their Fate. Well, Men may talk; but 


they are not ſo wiſe as we—that's certain. 
Hel. At leaſt in our Affairs. 5 ; 
L. B. Nay, I believe weſhou'd outdo*em in the Buſineſ: 


of the State too; For, methinks, they do and undo, and 
make but bad Wark on't. | 


Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of Go- 
vernment as well as they ? - a 

L. B. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that make 

us more Sport; Child. And ſo let's in and conſider of em. 

| ( Exeunt. 

S8CENE, A Dreſſing- Room. 

nter Lady Fax cx ul, Madamoiſelle, and Corngr, + 

L. Fan. How do 1 look this Morning? | | 

Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill, truly. 


L. Fan. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me ſo; tho' the Thing ſhou'd be true. Don't you know 


that I have Humility enough to be but too eaſily out of 


Conceit with myſelf, Hold the Glaſs; I dare ſwear that 


will have more Manners than you have. Madamoiſelle, let 


me have: your Opinion too. 
Mad. My opinion, pe, Matam, dat your Ladyſhip ne- 


ver look ſo well in your Life. 


L. Fan. Well, the French are the prettieſt obliging Peo- 
ple; they ſay the moſt acceptable, well-manner'd Things 
—and never flatter. | 
Mad. Your Ladyſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. 

L. Fan. Nay, everything's juſt in my Houſe but Cornet. 


The very Looking-Ulaſs gives her the qementi, But I'm 


alot 


r 
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© almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look ſo very en- 


Baging: [ Looking affeFedly in the Glajs. 
ad. Inteed, M atam, your Face pe handſomer den all 


de Looking Glaſſes i in tee World, croyez-moy. 


L. Fan. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be ſo languiſhing 


Land ſo very full of Fire? 


Mad. Matam, if de Glaſs wasBurning- Glaſs, I believe 


| your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. 


L. Fan. You may take thatNight- Gown, Madamoiſell: : 


Get out of the Room, Cornet; | can't endure you. This 
+ Wench, methinks, does look fo unſufferably ugly. 


Mad. Every ting look ugly, Matam, dat ftand by your 


I atyſhip. 


L. Fan. No really, Madamoiſelle, methinks you lcok 


mighty pretty. 


Mad. Ah, — de Moon have no eclat, ven / de 


Sun appear. 
L. Fan. O pretty Expreſſion! Have you ever been in 


love, Madamoiſelle? 


Mad. Oay. Matam. | [Sighimg, 
I. Fan And were you beloy'd again?” 
Mad. No, Matam. [Sighing. 


L. Fan. Q ye Gods! What an unfortunate Creature 
ſhould I be in ſuch a Caſe! But nature has made me nice 


for my own defence; I'm nice, ſtrangely nice, Madamoi- 


ſelle, | velieve were the Merit of whole mankind beſtow'd 
upon one fingle perſon; | ſhould ſtill think the Fellow 


wanted ſomething to make it worth my while to take no- 


tice of him: And yet ] ccu'd love; nay, fondly love, were 
It poſſible to have a Thing. made on purpoſe for me: For 
Pm not cruel, Madamoiſelle ; I'm only nice. 

Mad. Ah, Matam, I. wiſh I was fine Gentleman for 


f your Sake. I do all de Jing in de World to get leetel 


way into your Heart. I make Song, I make Verſe, I give 
you de Serenade, I give great many Preſent. to Madam- 


oilſelle; I no eat, I no ſleep, I be lean, I be mad, I hang 
myſelf, { drown myſelf. Ah˙ me chere Dame, que Je vous 


aimerois ! [ Embr acing her. 


I. Fan. Well, the French have ſtrange obliging Ways 


with 'em: You may _ thoſe two Pair * Gloves, Ma- 


Aamolſelis. " Pe — 
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Mad. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady.“ 
Enter. CORNET. 
Cor. Madam, here's a- Letter for. your Ladyſhip by 


' the Penny - Poſt. 


L. Fan. Some new Conqueſt, LI warrant you. For 
without Vanity, I-look'd extreamly clear laſt Night, 
when I went to the Park: v | 

O agreeable ! Here's'a new Song made of me. And 
ready ſet too. O thou welcome Thing, (King it.) 


Call Pipe hither : ſhe ſhall ſing it inſtantly. 


7 5 Enter PIT. 
Here, ſing me this new Song, Fife. 
AA 
| I. 
F“ y, Ayt you happy Shepherds, y;; 
LL Avoid Philira's Charms; © | 
The Rig our of her Heart denies 
The Heaven that's in her Arms. 
Ne er hope to gaze, and then retire, 
Nor yielding, to be bleſt": 
Nature who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
Of Ice compos'd her Breaſt.” 
11 


Yet lovely Maid, this once belicwe, 
A Slawe whoſe Leal you move © © 
The God's, alas, your Youth deceive, 
The Heav'n conſiſts in Love. "REI 
In ſpite of all the Thanks you owe;.. 
You may reproach em this, 
That where they did their Form below 
They hawe deny'd their Bliſs. | 
L. Fan. Well, there may be Faults, Madamoz/elle ; but 
the Deſign is ſo very obliging, twould be a matchleſs 
Ingratitude in me to diſcover'em. 
Mad. May, fay, Matam, I tink de Gentilman's Song 


tell you de trute. If you never love, you never be happy 
: —Ah—que Jaime l'amour moy. 


Enter Servant with another Letter. 
Ser, Madam, here's another Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
L. Fan. Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, 
Madamoiſelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when they 


are thus accablies ? Mad. 


—_— —— — 
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Mad. Matam, dey never complain. Au contraire. 
When one Frenſe Laty have got hundred Lovers. Den 
ſhe do all ſhe can— to get hundred more. 5 

L. Fan. Well, ſtrike me dead, I think they have /: 
gout bon. For tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be ador'd 
by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women — Yet 
Fl ſwear I'm concern'd at the Torture I give'em. Lard, 
why was I form'd to make the whole Creation unealy ? 
But let me read my Letter. | [ Reads. 

If you have a Mind to hear of yourFaults, inſtead of 
< being prais'd for your Virtues, take the Pains to walk in 
« thegreen Walk in St. 7 ames's with your Woman an 
fHour hence. You'll there meet one, who hates you for 
«© ſomeThings, as he could love you for others, and there- 
&« fore is willing to endeavour your Reformation If 
you come to the Place I mention, you'll know who I 
“ am; if you don't, you never ſhall,fo take your Choice. 

This is ſtrangely familiar, Madamoiſelle; now have I 
a provoking Fancy to know who this impudent Fellow is. 
Mad. Den take your Scarf and your Mask, and go to 
de Rendezvous. De Frenſe Laty do juſtement comme ca. 

L. Fan. Rendezvous! W hat, rendezyous with a Man, 
Madamoiſelle? | f 

Mad. Eh, pourguoy non? 

L. Fan. What! And a Man perhaps I never ſaw in 


-my Life. 


Mad. Tant mieux: C'eſt donc quelque choſe de nouveau. 
L. Fan. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may 
have. He may intend to raviſh me, for ought 1 know. 
Mad. Raviſh! — Bagatelle. I would fain ſee one 
impudent Rogue raviſh Madamoz/elle. Ouy, je la woudrois. 
L. Fan. O but my Reputation, Madamoiſelle, my Re- 
putation 3 ah ma chere Reputation. 
Mad. Matam.—--- Quand on l' a une fois perdue— on 
en eft plus embaraſſee. _ | ; 
L. Fan. Fe Madamoiſelle, Fe: Reputation is a Jewel, 
Mad. Qui coute bien chere Matam. 
L. Fan. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 


to your Pleaſure? 


Mad. Fe ſuis Philsſophe. | 
Fan. Bleſs me, how you talk! Why, what if Ho- 
nour be a Burthen, Madamoiſelle, muſk it not be borne ? 
= V 
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Mad. Chagu'un a ſa facon Quand quelque choſe 
n iucommode moy je men defais, vite. | 
IL. Fan. Get you gone, you little naughty French- 
avoman you; I vow and ſwear, I muſt turn you out of 
Doors, if you talk thus. 8 | 
Mad. Turn me out Doors! Turn yourſelf out of 
Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have to ſay to 
you Tenez. Voila (Giving her her Things haſtily. ) 
votre echarge, voila votre quoife, voila votre moſque, 
voila tout. | | 
UH, Mercure, Coguin; call one Chair for Matam, 
and one oder (Calling within.) for me, Va ten wite. 
| | Turning to ber Lady, and helping her on 
haftily with her Things. w 
*Allons, Matam; depechez vous donc. Bon Deu, quelles 
ſcrupules. | | 
IL. Fan. Well, for once, Madamoi/tlle, I'll follow 
your Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire I have to 
know who this ill- bred Fellow is. But I have too much 
delicatefſe, to make a Practice on't. 

Mad. Belle choſe vraiment que la delicateſſe, lors gu il 
s'agit de ſe devertir—Aca—V ous waila equipee ; partont. 
He bien gu ave vous donc? | | 
I.. Fan. Fay peur. 

Mad. Je n'en ay point moy. 

L. Fan. I dare not go. 

Mad. Demeurez donc. 

L Fan. Fe ſuis poitrone. 

Mad. Tant pis pour wous. 

L. Fan. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 

Mad. C'eſt une charmente Sainte. 

L. Fan. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 

Mad. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans. 

L. Fan. L' honneur eft contre. 

Mad. Le plaifir eft pour. 

L. Fan. Mult I then go? | | 
Mad. Muſt you go?—muſt you eat, muſt you drink, 
muſt you ſleep, muſt you live? De Nature bid you do 
one, de Nature bid you do toder. Vous me feriez enrager. 
L. Fan. But whenReaſon corrects Nature Madamoiſelle? 
Mad. Elie eft donc bien inſolente, c' eſt ſa dur ainte. 


a. 
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L. Fan. Do you then prefer your Nature to your 
Reaſon, Madamoiſelle? | 
Mad.. Ouy aa. 
L. Fan. Pourquoy? | 4 
Mad. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my Rea- 
{on make me mad. | | 
L. Fan. Ab la mechante Francoiſe. © | 
Mad. Ah da belle. Angloiſo. L Forcing her. Lady ot. 
1 48 25 
SCENE, S:. Fames's Park. 
Enter Lady FaxeiruLl.and MaDñAMOISELLE. 
L. Fan IX / ELL, I vow, Madamoiſelle, I'm ſtrange- 


| V ly impatient to know who this confi- 
| - dent Fellow is. | | 


Enter HEARTFREE. - 18 
Laok, there's Heartfree. But ſure it can't be him; he's 
a profeſs'd Woman-hater. Vet who knows. what my 

wicked Ey es may have. done? : 

Mad. Il nous approche, Matam. | 

L. Fan. Ves, tis he. Now will he be moſt intolera- 
bly Chavelier, tho' he ſhould be in love with me. 

Heart. Madam, I'm your humble Servant. I per- 
ceive you have more Humility and good Natare than I 
thought you had. 1 0 | 

L. Fan. What you attribute of Humility and good- 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity. I 
had a mind to know who 'twas, had ill Manners enough 
to write that Letter. [ 1hroawing him his Letter. 

Heart. Well, and now I hope you are ſatisfy'd. 

L. Fan. I am fo, Sir: Good-b'w'y t'ye. 

Heart. Nay, hold there; tho' you have done your 
Buſineſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſnip's Leave, 
we muit have one Moment's prattle together. Have 
you a mind to be the prettieſt Woman about Town, or 
not ). How: ſhe ſtares upon me! What! this paſſes for 
an impertinent Queſtion with you now, becauſe you 
think you are ſo already. | 

L. Fan. Pray, Sir, let me ask you a Queſtion in my 
turn: By what right do you pretend to examine me ? 

5 | Heart. 
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Heart. By the ſame right that the ſtrong govern the 
weak, becauſe I have you in my Power; for ye cannot 


get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have time e- 


nough to make you hear every thing I have to ſay to you. 
L. Fan. Theſe are ſtrange Liberties you take, Mr. 
Heartfree. | | 
Heart. They. are ſo,, Madam, but there's no help 
for it ; for know, that I have a Deſign upon you. 
L. Fan. Upon me, Sir! | 
Heart. Yes; and one that will turn to your Glory- 


and my Comfort, if you will but, be a little wiſer than 


* 


you uſe to be. 


I. Fan. Very well, Sir. | 


' Heart. Let me ſee— Your Vanity, Madam, I take 
to beabout ſome eightDegrees higher than any Woman's 
in the Town, let other be who ſhe. will; and my indiffe- 
Tence 1s naturally about the ſame Pitch. Now, cou'd you 
find the way to turn this indifference intoFire and Flames, 
methinks your Vanity ought to be ſatisfy'd ; and this per- 
haps,you might bring about upon pretty reaſonable Terms. 

L. Fan, And pray at what rate would thisIndifference 
be bought off, if one ſhould have ſo depray:d an Appe- 
tite td deſire it ? | | 4 

Heart. Why Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bargain, 
and make but one Word with you, if 1 do part with 
it — you muſt lay me down—yorer AﬀeQation.— 

L Fan. My Affectation, Sir! 


Heart. Why, I ask you nothing but what you may 


very well ſpare. 


L. Can You grow ruds, Sir. Come Madamoi/elle, tis 
high time to be gone. „ 
Mad Al ons. allons, allons. | 

Heart. (Stopping em.] Nay, you may as. well ſtand 


ſtill; for hear me you ſhall, walk which way you pleaſe. 


L. Fan. What mean you, Sir? 

Heart. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt un- 
grateful Woman upon Earth. X 
I. Fan. Ungrateſul! To who? 

Heart. To Nature. EN 
I. Fan. Why, what has Nature done for me?? 
Heart. What you have undone by Art. It made you 


| handfom 3 it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a Shape 


without 
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without a Fault, Wit enough to make 'em reliſh, and ſo 
turn'd you looſe to your own Diſcretion ; which has 
made ſuch work with you, that you are become the Pity 
of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your own. -. There is not a 
Feature in your Face, but you have found the way to 
teach it ſome affected Convulſion; your Feet, your Hands, 
your very Fingers ends, are directed never to move with- 
out ſome ridiculous Air or other; and your Language 
is a ſutable Trumpet, to draw Peoples Eyes upon the 
Raree-ſhow. 3 „ 
Mad. (Afide): Eft ce qu on fais I amour en Angleterre 
comme ca. 4 5 5 
L. Fan. ¶ Afde.) Now could I cry for Madneſs, but 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it. e 
Heart. Now do you hate me for telling you the Truth; 
but that's becauſe you don't belive it is ſo; for were you 
once convince'd of that, you'd reform for your own Sake. 
But *tis as hard to perſuade a Woman to quit any thing 
that makes her ridiculous, as tis to prevail with a Poet 
to ſee a Fault in his own Flay. | 
L. Fan. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculous to one one who has ſo natural 
Antipathy to good Manners, 8 | | 
Heart. But ſuppoſe I cou'd find the means to convince 
you, that the whole World is of my Opinion; and that 
thoſe who flatter and commend you, do it to no other 
Intent, but to make you perſevere in your Folly, that 
they may continue in their Mirth ? | _ 
L. Fan. Sir, tho' you and all that World you talk of, 
fhou'd be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to per- 
ſuade me, I don't know how to behave myſelf,. I ſhou'd 
Kill have Charity enough for my own Underſtanding to 
believe myſelf in the right, and all you in the wrong. 
Mad. Le viola mort. | 
| [ Exeunt Lacy Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 
Heart. (Gazing after her.) There her ſingle Clapper 
has publiſh'd the Senſe of the whole Sex. * 
Well, this once I have endeavour'd to waſh the Black- 
a-more white; bat henceforward I'll ſooner undertake 
to teach Sincetity to a Courtier, Generoſity to an U- 
ſurer, Honeſty to a Lawyer, nay, Humility to a Divine, 
than 
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than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee has once ſet her Heart 
upon playing the Fool. 

Enter CONSTANT. 

Morrow, Conſiant. 

Con. Good morrow, Jack; What are you doing 
here this Morning. | 

Heart. Doing! Gueſs if thou canſt. Why I have 
been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady YO that 
ſhe's the fooliſneſt Woman about Town. 

Con. A. pretty Endeavour truly. 

Heart. I have told her in as plain Engliſh as I could: 
ſpeak, both what the Town ſays of her, and what I 
think of her. In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abloluts 
King would do Maga Cb. t 

Con. And how does the take it? 

Heart. As Children do pills, bite em but can n't t bel 
tow * em. | 

Con. But prithee, what has put it into your Head, of 
all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 

Heart. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung up- 
on my Hands, I did not know what to do with myſeif. 
And another was, that as little as I care for Women LI 
cou'd not ſee with Patience one that Heaven had taken 
ſuch wondrous Pains about, be ſo very i: duſtrious to make 
herſelf the Fack Pudding of the Creation. 

Con. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the ſelf· ſame Uſe of what Heaven has done 
for her, that ſo I might be cur'd of a Diſeaſe that makes 
me ſo wor uneaſy; for Love, Love i is the Devil, Heart. 
5% e 
Heart. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 

Con. Becauſe Ihave more Fleſh-and Blood, than Grace 
and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs ; (death! that 
ſo genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Religion's 
qut of Faſhion ! 

Heart. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly; but who 
knows how far Time and good Example may prevail? 

Con. O] They have play'd their Parts in vain already :- 
Tis now two Years fince that damn'd Fellow, her Hus- 
band, invited me to his Wedding; and there was the 
bell Time I ſaw that charming Woman, whom 1 _ 
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20 The Provok*d Wife.” 
lov'd ever ſince, more than e'er a Martyr did his Soul. 
But ſhe's cold, my Friend, ſtill cold as the northern Star. 

Heart. So are al Women by. Nature, which makes 
'em ſo willing to be warm'd. 12 5 £ 
Con. O, don't profane the Sex; prithee think em all 
Angels for her Sake, for ſhe's virtuous even to a Fault. 

Heart. A Lover's Head is a good aceountable Thing 
truly; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and yet 
he is very angry with her, becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 

Con. Well the only Relief I expect in my Miſery, is 
to ſee thee ſome Day or other as deeply engag'd as my- 
ſelf; which. will force me to be merry in the midſt of 
all my Misfortunes. ot 10. Xi 

Heart. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd, Ned: 
Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and 
for the Time, perhaps, make my ſelf as good Sport as 

ou can do. Nay, I can court a Woman too, call her 

Nymph, Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe ;-but here's 
the Difference *twixt you and I ; I perſuade a Woman 
ſhe's an Angel, and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one, 
Prithee let me tell you how I avoid. falling in Love; 
that which ſerves me for Prevention, may chance to ſerve 
you for a Cure. 


Con. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and I'll 
hear you. 

Heart. That ufing em moderately undoes us all; but 
P11 we *'<m.. juſtly, and that you ought to be ſatisfied. 
With. | | 

I always conſider a Woman, not as a Taylor, the Shoe - 
maker, the Tirewoman, the Sempſtreſs, and, (which is 
more than all that) the Poet makes her; but I confider 
her as pure Nature has contriv'd. her, and that more 
ſtrictly than I ſhould have done our old Grandmother Eve, 
had | ſeen her naked in the Garden; for I conſider her 
turn'd inſide out. Her Heart well examin'd, I find there 
Pride, Vanity, Covetouineſs; diſcretion, but above all 
Things, Malice; Plot eternally a forging, to deſtroy one 
another's Reputations, and as honeſtly to charge the Le- 
vity of Men's "Tongues with the Scandal; hourly Debates 
how to make poor Gentlemen in love with 'em, with no 
other Intent but to uſe em like Dogs when they have done; 
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a conſtant Deſire of doing more Miſchief, and an ever- 
laſting War. wag'd againſt Truth and good-Nature. 
Con. Very well, Sir: An admirable Compoſition, truly. 
Heart. Then for her out-ſide, I conſider it meerly as 
an out- ſide: She has a thin tiffany Covering, over juſt 
ſuch Stuff as you and I are made on — As for her Motion, 
her Mein, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know they 
affect you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Miſtreſs at 
a Coronation dragging her Peacock's Train, with all 
her State and Inſolence about her, twould ſtrike you with 
all the awful Thoughts that Heaven itſelf could pretend 


to from you; whereas 1 turn the whole Matter into a 


Jeſt, and ſuppeſe-her ſtrutting in the ſelf-ſame ſtately 
Manner, with nothing on-but her Stays and her under 
ſcanty quilted Petticoat. . ' 
Com. Hold thy prophane Tongue, for I'll hear no more. 
Heart. What you'll love on then. 9 
. Con. Ves, to Eternity. 5 | 
Heart. Yet you have no Hopes at all. 
Con. None. + 5 | 4 
Heart. Nay, the. Reſolution may be diſcreet enough; 
rhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 
Love like Virtue, it's own Reward : So you and your 
Miſtreſs will be as well content at a diſtance, as others 
that have leſs Learning are in coming together. | 
Com. No; but if ſhe ſhou'd prove kind at laſt, my 
dear Heartfree. © [Embracing hint. 
Meart. Nay, prithee don't take me for your Miſtreſs, 
for Lovers are very troubleſome. | * 
Con. Well, who knows what Time may do? 
Heart. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do 
nothing. | 


Con. Yet not one kind Glance in two Years is ſome- 


7 


what ſtrange. | 
Heart. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's 
all the Buſineſ. 5 
Con. Prithee don't diſtract me. ö 

Heart. Nay, you are a good handſome young Fellow, 
che might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee her? 
Perhaps ſhe may have-chang'd her Mind; there's ſome 
Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman, 3 
| Com, 
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Con. O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to get a 
Sig ht of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but the cer- 
was finds ſome Pretence to Fit the Room as ſoon as I 
-enter. 

. ICs much ſhe don! t tell bim you ding: made 
love to her too. For that's another good-natur'd Thing 
"uſual amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral Ends. 

- Sometimes *tis to recommend their Virtue; that they 
may be lewd withthe greater Security. 

Sometimes tis to make their Huſband's fight, in hopes 
they may be kill'd, when their Affairs require it ſhould 
be ſo. But moit commonly tis to engage two Men in a 
Quarrel, that they may have the Credit of being fought 
for; and if the Lover's kill'd in the Buſineſs, they cry, 
Poor Fellow, he had ili Luck—And ſo they go to Cards. 
Con. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgiven. 
Look to't, if ever thou doſt fall into their Hands 

Heart. They can't uſe me worſe than ho do WP | 
that ſpeak well of em. | 

O ho l here comes the Knight. 

SY Enter Sir Joux BruTE. 
Heart. Your humble Servant, Sir John. 
Sir Joh. Servant, Sir. 
Heart. How does all your Family ? 
Sir 70h. Pox o' my Family. 
Con. How does your Lady? J han't ſeen her cypiona 
a good while. 

Sir Joh. Do! I don't know how ſhe does, not I; che 
was well enough yeſterday: Ihan't been at home co-night. 

Con. What, were you out of Town . - | 

Sir Joh. Out of Town: No, I was drinking. 

Con. You are a true Engliſman; you don't 3 
own Happineſs: If I were married to ſuch a Woman, I 
would not be from her a Night for all the Wine in France. 

Sir 70%. Not from her n I ner 
ſhou'd a Man have of that ! en kek of 

Heart. Why, there's no Diviſion, I hope? 1708 

Sir Joh. No; but there's a Conj unction, and that's 
worſe; a Pox of the Parſon Why the plague don't you 
two marry ? I fancy I look like the Devil to you. 

x Heart. Why, you dog t think you have Horns, do you ? 
Sir 
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Sir Job. No, believe my Wife's Religion will keep 


her honeſt. 


Heart. And what will make her keep her Religion ? 

Sir 70h. Perſecution ; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 

Heart. Have a care, Knight, Women are tender 
Things. 

Sir Job. And yet, ethik, tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. 

Con. Fy, fy; you have one of the beſt Wives in the 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Husband. 

Sir Fohn. Beſt Wives — The Woman's well enough, 
he has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
damn a Wife; if I were married to a Hogſhead of Claret, 
Matrimony would make me hate it. | 

Heart. Why did you marry then? You were old e- 
nough to know your own Mind. 

Sir John. Why did I marry ! I married becauſe I had 
a mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. 

Heart. Why did you not raviſh her? 

Sir Fobn. Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into ſotry 
Quarrels with her Relations; beſides buying my Pardon. 
But more than all that, you muſt know, I was afraid of 


being-damn'd in thoſe Days; for J kept ſneaking cow- 


ardly Company, Fellows that went to Church, ſaid 
Grace to their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tincture of 


Quality about em. 


Heart. But I think you are got into a better Gang now? 
Sir John. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rae and 1 are Hand 
and Glove; I believe we may get our Bones broke to- 


gether to-night ; have you a mind to ſhare a Frolick? 


Con. Not I truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes? 
Sir John. What, a Down-Bed and a Strumpet? A 


pox of Venery, I ſay. Will you come ang drink with 


me this Afternoon? 
Con. I can't drink to-day, but we'll come and fit an 
Hour with you if you will. 
Sir John. Pugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why can't you 


drink ? 


Con. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Milreſ. 
Sir Fohn, Who's * | 


Cox. 
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Gen. Why, do you uſe to tell? 
Sir John. Yes. 
Con. So won't I. 
Sir Fohn. Why? 
Con. Becauſe tis a Secret. ae BS 
Sir 7ohn. Would my Wife knew it, *twou'd be no 
Secret long. | 3 
Con. Why, do you think ſhe can't keep a Secret? 
Sir Fohn. No more than ſhe can keep Lent. 
Heart. Prithee tell it to her to try, Conſtant. 
Sir Fohn. No prithee don't, that I mayn't be plagu'd 
with it. | | 2 
Con. Til hold you a Guinea you don't make her tell it 
ou. | | 
Sir John. I'll hold you a Guinea I do. 
Con. Which way? - | 
Sir Fehn. Why I'll beg her not to tell it me. 
Heart. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. 
Con. But do you think, Sir 
Sir John. Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret are 
the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe. There- 
fore pray let's hear no more of my Wife nor your Miſtreſs. 
Damn em both with all my Heart, and every thing elſe 
that daggles a Peticoat; except four generous Whores, 
with BettySands at the Head of em, wlio were drunk with 
my Lord Rake and ten times in a Fortnight. Exit Sir John. 
Con. Here's a dainty Fellow for you] And the verieſt 
Coward too : -But his Uſage of his Wiſe makes me ready 
to: ſtab the Villain. = Lg PHI 
Heart. Lovers are\ſhort-fighted : All their Senſes run * 
into that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is the only 
Thing on Earth'can make your Fortune. If any thing 
can prevail with her to accept of a Gallant, tis his ill 
Uſage of her; for Women will do more for Revenge than 
they'll do for the Goſpel.” Prithee take heart, I have 
great Hopes for you; and ſince I can't bring you quite 
off of her, IIl endeavour to bring you quite on; for a 
whining Lover is the damned'ſt Companion upon Earth. 
Cor. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, T have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy. | 


Heart: 


# 
* 
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Heart. Pray no melting yet: Let things £0 farther 


firſt. This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome Ad- 
vance. In the mean while, let's go dine at Locket*s, and 
let Hope get you a Stomach. [Exeunt. 
'SCEN E, Lady Fancy ful's Houſe. 1 
Enter Lady FANCYFUL and Madamoiſelle? 


L. Fan. Did you ever ſee any thing ſo importune, 


Madamoiſelle? 


Mad. Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trute, he wanted lee- 8 


tel good Breeding. | AF 4 
L. Fan. Good Breeding | He wants to be can'd, Ma- 
damoiſelle: An inſolent Fellow! 


And yet let me expoſe my Weakneſs, tis the only 
Man on Earth I could reſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, 
were he but a fine Gentleman. _Well; did Men but 


know how deep an Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes 


in a Lady's Heart, they would reduce all their Studies 


to that of good Breeding alone. 
Enter CORNET. 
Cor. Madam, here's Mr. Treble. He has brought 


home theVerſes yourLadyſhip made, and gave him to ſet. 


L. Fan. O let him come in by all means. | 


Now, Madamoiſelle,am I going to be unſpeakably happy. 


Enter FREBLE. 


So, Mr. Treble, you have ſet my little Dialogue? 


Treb. Yes, Madam, and I hope your Ladyſhip will | 


be pleaſed with it. | e e 

L. Fan. O, no doubt on't; for really Mr. Treble, you 
ſet all Things to a Wonder: But your Muſick is in parti- 
cular heavenly, when you have my Words to cloath in't. 

Treb. Your Words themſelves, Madam, have ſo 
much Muſick in 'em, they inſpire me. 

L. Fan. Nay, now you make me bluſh, Mr. Treble 3 
but pray let's hear what you have done. 

Treb. You ſhall, Madam. | 


ASONGto be ſung between a Manand a Woman, 
M. AH hwthl Nymph, the World's on fire: 
Veil, weil thoſe cruel Eyes. OS 
W. The World may then in Flames expire, 
And boaſt that fo it dies. 
B 


M. Put 
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M. But when all Mortali are deſtroy d, 
M ho then ſhall ſing your Praiſe? 
W. Thoje who are fit to be employ'd ; 
| The Gads ſhall Altars raije. 


Treb. How does your Ladyſhip like it, Madam ? 

L. Fan. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble, I'm all Rap- 
ture. O Wit and Art what Power have you when join'd ! 
J muſt needs tell you the Birth of this little Dialogue, Mr. 
Treble. It's Father was a Dream, and it's Mother was 
the Moon. Idreamt that by an-unanimous Vote, I was 


\ Choſen Queen of that pale World. And that the firſt 


Time J appear d upon my Throne—all mySubjeQts fell in 
Love with me. Juit then | wak'd, and ſeeing Pen, Ink, 


and Paper lie idle upon the Table, I {lid into my Mor- 


ning Gown, and writ this ia promptu. | | 
Treb. So, I gueſs theDialogue, Madam, is ſuppos'd to 
be between your Majeſiy, and your firit Miniſter of State? 
L. Fan. Juſt: He as Miniſter adviſes me to trouble 
my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects; which I as 
Sovereign find a very impertinent Propoſal. But is the 
Town ſo dull, Mr. Treble, it affords us never another 
new Song? 1 
Treb. Madam, I have one in my Pocket, came out but 
yeſterday, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to let Mr. Pipe ſing it. 
L. Fan. By all Means. Here, Pipe, make what Mu- 
fick you can of this Song, here. 


SONG: 


N O T an Angel dwells above 
| Half fo fair as her I love; 
Heaven knows how ſhell receive ne: 
Tf /he ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 
If fhe frowns, I'm guickly freed ; 
Heaven knows ſhe ne er can grieve me. 
| II. 
None can hve her more than I, 
Yet fhe ne er ſhall make me die. 
my Flame can can never warm her; 
Laſting Beauty I'll adore, 
f /ball never love her mos e, 


Crae/ty will fo deform her. L. Fan. 


Fan. 
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L. Fan. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry with- 
out Queſtion. 7 he | 1 
Treb. Won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to ſing yourſelf this 
Morning ? | | 


L. Fan. O Lord, Mr. Treb/e, my Cold is ſtill ſo bar- 


barous to refuſe me that Pleaſure ; he, he, hem. 


Treb. I'm very ſorry for it, Madam, methinks all 
Mankind ſhou'd turn Phyficians for the Cure on't. 
L. Fan. Why, truly, to give Mankind their due; 
there's few that know me, but have offer'd their Remedy. 
Treb. They have Reaſon, Madam; for I know no 
body ſings ſo near a Cherubim as your Ladyſhip. + 
L. Fax. What I do I owe chiefly to your Skill and Care. 
Mr. Treble, People do flatter me indeed that I have a 
Voice, and a je ne ſcai guoy in the Conduct of it, that 
will make Muſick of any hing, And truly I begin to 
believe ſo, fince what happen'd t'other Night. Wou'd 
you think it, Mr. Treble; walking pretty late in the 
Park {for I often walk late in the Park, Mr Treble) a 
Whim took me to ſing Chevy-Chare ; and would you 
believe it; Next Morning I had three Copies of Verſes, 
and fix Billet: doux at my Levee upon it. F 
Treb. And withoat all Diſpute you deſerv'd as many 
more, Madam. Are there any further Commands for 
your Ladyſhip's humble Servant ? a 
L. Fan. Nothing more at this Time, Mr. Treble. But I 
ſhall expect you here every morning for this Month, to 


ſing my little matter there to me, I'll reward you for your 
Pains. | 


Treb. O Lord, Madam 
L Fan. Good-morrow, ſweet Mr. Treble. 
Treb.Y ourLadyſhip's molt obedientServant[ Exit Treb. 
| Euter Servant. . 
Ser. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet ? 

L. Fan. Yes, let em ſerve. [Exit Ser. 
Sure this Heartfree has bewitch d me, Madamoiſelle. You 
can't imagine how oddly he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 
during my Rapture ev'n now. I vow, *tis'a thouſand Pi- 
ties he is not more poliſh'd. Don't you think fo ? 

Mad. Matam, I tink it ſo great Pity, dat if J was in 
your Lady ſhip's Place, I take him home in my Houſe, I 
lock him up in my — and I never let him go ill 
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T teach him every Ting dat fine Laty expect from fine 
Gentleman. | 

L. Fan. Why truly, I believe I ſhould ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality, for without Doubt, he has a ſtrange penchant 
to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to the Sex, 
elſe he would ne'er have taken ſo much Pains about me. 


Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Creatures be of ſuch 


a Congueſt-? but I, alaſs! I don't know how to receive 
as a Favour, what I take to be ſo infinitely my due. But 
what ſhall I do to new-mould him, Madaesi/elle ? For 
till then he's my utter Averſion. 5 


Mad. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de place 


dat you meet him, and turn into de Redicule all he ſay 
and all he do. OY 
L. Fan. Why truly, Satyr has ever been of wondrons 
Uſe to reform ill Manners. Beſides, *tis my particular 
Talent to ridicule Folks. IU can be ſevere, ſtrangely ſe- 
vere, when I will Madamei/elle— Give. me the Pen and 
Ink—1 find my ſelf whimfical—1'Il write to him. 
| [Sitting down to aurite. 
Or I'll let it alone, and be ſevere 
upon him that way. | 
Vet aQive ſeverity is better than 
Paſſive. 
—Tis as good let it alone too; for 
every Laſh I give him, reden, Riſing. 
he'll take for a Fayour. | 


; Rifing up again. 


c Sitting down. 


Satyr ſhou'd be loft, Sitting. 
Rut if it ſhou'd have a wrong Ef- 


fect upon him, *twould diſtract > Rifing. 


me. 
— Well, I muſt write tho' after 

all. | 
Or I'll let it alone, which is the ; Rie- 


Sitting. 


tame Thing. 


11ad. La voila diter mine. [Extunt, 
er 


op 


tust. 
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8 CEN E opens, Sir Jo un, Lady aol and 
BELINDA, riſing from the T able. 


Sir John. 


Hr E RE; take away the Things; J expect Ge 


Bat firſt bring me aPipe ; I'll ſmoak. [To a Servant. 
L. B. Lord, Sir John, I wonder you won't leave that 


naſty Cuſtom. 


Sir Jahn. Prithee, don't be impertinent. | | 

Bel. (To L. B.) I wonder who thoſe are he expedis 
this Afternoon. 

L. B. I'd give the World to know: Perhaps tis Con- 
AHant, he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove him, 
'm reſolved Il ſhare the Viſit. 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work, and ſit here. 

L. B. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 

Bel. Nothing will choak us, when we are doing what 
we have a Mind to. Lowewwell, 

Enter Lovewell. 

Love. Madam. 


L. B. Here; bring my Couſin's Worls and mine hither. 
[Exit Lovewell, and re-exters with their Wort. 

Sir Fobn. Wha, pox, can't you work ſomewhere elic ? 

L. B. We ſhall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 

Bel. Your Pipe will make you too thoughtful, Uncle, , 
if you were left alone ; our Prittle-prattle will cure your 
Spleen. 

Fir Joh. Will it ſo, Mrs. Pert ? Now I believe it will 
ſo increaſe it, I ſhall take my own Houſe for a Paper-mi//. 
([- itting and /moakin?. 

L. B. (To Bel. afi de. ) Don't let's mind him; let him 
ſay what he will. 

Sir Job. A Woman's Tongue a Cure for the spleen | 
Oons — (A/fide.) If a Man had got the Head-ach, they'd 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L B. You have done a great deal, Belinda, ſince 
yeſterday. 

Bel. Yes, I have work'd very hard; how do you 
like i ? B 3 | L. B. 
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L. B. O, eus the prettieſt Fringe in the World. Well, 
Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy. Prithec, adviſe 


me about altering my crimſon Petticoat. 


Sir Job. A pox o' your Petticoat; here's ſuch a pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 

IL. B. Don't anſwer him. | [ Jade. 

Well, what do you adviſe me? : 

Bel. Why really I wou'd not alter it at all. 
Methinks, tis very pretty as it is. 

L. B. Ay, that's true: But you know one grows weary 
of the prettieſt Things in the World, when one has had 
em long. 

Sir F 0h, Yes, I have taught her that. 

Bel. Shall we provolce him a little? 

L. B. With all my Heart. Belinda, don't you long to 

be marry'd ? 

Bel. Why, there are ſome Things in it I could like 
well enough, | | 

L. B. What do you think you ſhou'd diſlike ? 

Bel. My Huſband, a hundred to one elle. | 

L. B. O ye wicked Wretch : Sure you don't ſpeak as 
you think. | 

Bel. Yes I do; and eſpecially if he ſmoak'd Tobacco. 

N | [ He hooks earneftly at em. 

L. B. Why, that many Times takes off worſe Smells. 

Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 7 

L. B. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from 
coming near em. 

Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhould cuckold 'em at a Diſtance. 

[ He riſes in a Fury, threavs his Pipe at em, and 
drives em out. As they run off, Conſtant and 
Heartfree enter. L. B. runs againſi Conſtant, 

Sir Job. Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confedera- 
tingStrumpets you, or I'll cuckold you. with a Vengeance. 

L. B. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll beat us. Dear, dear 
Mr. Constant, fave us. | 

Sir Job. I'Il cuckold you, with a Pox. 

Con. Heav'ns! Sir John, what's the Matter? 

Sir Feb. Sure if Women had been ready created, the 
Devil, inſtead of being kick'd down into Hell, had been 
marry' d. b | . 
| | He art. 


— 
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Heart. Why, what new Plague have you found now ? 

Sir John. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear 
me ſay, I expected you here this Afternoon; upon which 
they preſently reſolv'd to take up the Room, o' purpoſe 
to plague me and my Friends. FEI 

Con. Was that all? Why, we ſhou'd have been glad: 
of their Company. | 

Sir Fohn. Then J ſhould have been weary of yours: 
For I can't reliſh both together. They found fault with 
my ſmoaking Tobacco too; and ſaid, Men ſtunk. But 
J have a good mind to ſay ſomething. 

Con. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, pray. . 

Sir John. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down? 
Give us ſome Wine, Fellow: You won't imoak? _ 

Con. No, nor drink neither at this Time, I muſt aſk 
your Pardon. 5 ; 1 

Sir Fohn. What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your 
Head; Il warrant it's ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx as my 
Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe finds fault even 
with a dirty Shirt. | | 

Heart. Tha: a Woman may do, and not be very dain- 
ty neither. f f 

Sir John. Pox o' the Women, let's drink. Come, you 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho? T ſend for a Box of Lozenges 
to ſweeten your Mouth after it. TI 4 

Con. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, T'Il drink it, 
without putting you to that Expence. 

Sir John. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah: 
8o, here's to you, Gentlemen. A Wife's the Devil. 
To your being both married. [They drink. 

Heart. O your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir Fohn. Well, how do you like my Wine? 

Con. Tis very good indeed. 

Heart. Tis admirable. 

Sir John. Then give us t'other Glaſs. 
Con. No, pray excuſe us now; we'll come another 
Time, and then we won't ſpare it. 

Sir Foby. This one Glaſs, and no more. Come, it 
ſhall be your Miſtreſſes Health; and that's a great Com- 
pliment from me, I aſſure. you. | 


o 
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Con. And 'tis a very obliging one to me; ſo give us 


the Glaſſes. 
Sir Fobn. So: let her live. [Sir John comghs j in the Glaſs. 
Heart. And be kind. 
Con. What's the Matter? Does it go the wrong 
way? - 
A John. If [ had Love enough to be 9 I ſhou'd 
take this for an ill Omen: For 1 never drank my Wife“ g 
Health in my Life, bat J puk'd in the Glaſs. | 
Con. O ſhe's too virtuous, to make a reaſonable Man 
jealous. 


adulterating. J might be divorc'd from her by Law. 
Heart. And ſo pay her a yearly e to be a diitin- 
guiſhed Cuckold. 


E nter Serwant. 


Ser. Sir, there's my Lord Kate, Colonel Bull ly, and 


ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue Poſs, deſire your 
Company. 


Sir John. Cod's ſo, we are to conſult ao playing 


the Devil to- night. 
Heart. Well, we won't hinder Buſineſs. 


Sir 7ohn. Methinks, don't know how to pla you | 


tho”. But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you: May 


be the Conference mayn't laſt long: So if you'll wait 


here half an Hour, or an Hour, if I don't come then— 


Why then—I won't come at all. 


Heart. (To Con} A good modeſt Propoſition truly. 
[ {fade 
Con But let's accept on't however. V/ ho knows what. 
may happen ? 
Heart. Well. Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of your 
Company, we'll expect your Return as long as we can. 
Sir Fohn. Nay, may be I mayn't ſtay at all: But Buſi - 
neſs, you know, muſt be done. So, your S Servant—Or hark 
you: If you have a mind to take a Friſk with us, IJ have 
an Intereſt with my Lord, I can eaſily introduce you. 
Con. We are much beholding to you ; but for my Part, 
I'm engag'd another way. | 
Sir J. ohn. What? To your Miſtreſs, III n 
Prithee, leave your naſty Funk to entertain herſelf w _ 
er 


Fox of her Virtue, TFT cad ba ch fer 
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her own lewd Thoughts, and make one with us to-night. 

Con. Sir, tis Buſineſs that is to employ me; 

Heart. And me; and Buſineſs muſt be done, you know. 

Sir John. Ay; Women's Buſineſs, tho" the World 
were conſunr'd for't. [Exit Sir John. 

Con. Farewel, Beaſt: And now, my dear Friend, 
wou'd my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome Men's 
Wives, who think it a Piece of good Breeding to re- 
cave the Viſits of their Huſband's Friends in his Abſence. 

Heart. Why, for your Sake I could forgive her, tho” - 
ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething elſe in 
his Abſence. But what way ſhall we invent to ſee her ? 

Con. O ne'er hope it: Invention will er as vain as 
Wiſhes. „ 

Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 

Heart. What do you think now, Friend? 

Cox. I think I ſhall ſwoon. 

Heart. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch Breath: 

L. B. We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to come 
and return you Thanks for your Knight errantry. We 
were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery Dragon. 

Bel, Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you . 
Gentlemen? 

Heart. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome 1 
ſhips; and ſhould have done more, if ſome greater Heroes: 
than ourſelves hard by had not diverted him. tt 

Con. Tho? I'm-glad of the Service, you are pleas'd to 
ſay we have done you: yet I'm ſorry we cou'd do it in 
no other way, than by making ourſelves privy to what 
you wou'd perhaps have kept a Secret. 

L. B. For Sir John's Part, I ſuppoſe he deſign's it: 
no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe. And for my - 
ſelf, truly Lam not much concern'd, ſince. tis fallen on 
lx into this Gentleman's Hands and yours; ; Who, 4 have 
many Reaſons to believe, will neither i interpret. nor re- 
port any Thing to my Diſadvantage: | + 

Con. Vour good Opinion, Na was what L ſear'd 
I riever could have merited. 

L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir 4 br! am juſt: 
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Heart. Prithee, Conſtant, what is't-you. do to get the. 
Ladies good Opinions; for I'm a Novice at it? 
Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you? 
Heart. Ves, that I will with all my Soul; Madam. 
Bel. Why then you muſt never be flovenly, never be. 
out of Humour, fare well and cry roaſt Meat, ſmoak 
Tobacco, nor drink but when you are a-dry. | 
Heart. That's hard. 
Con. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you break 
his Heart, Madam. . 
Bel. Why, is it E ſible che Gentleman can love drinking? | 
"Heart. Only by way of Antidote. - 
Bel. Againſt what, pray? | T 
Heart. Againſt Love, Madam. 
L. B. Are you afraid of being in love, Sir? 
Heart. I ſhou'd if there were any Danger of 1 it. 
L. B. Pray, why ſo? 
Heart. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
us'd like a Dog. 
Bel. Why, truly Men in love are ſeldom us'd better. 
L. B. But was you never in love, Sir? 
Heart. No, I thank Heaven, Madam. | 
Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning then? 
Heart. From other People's Experience. 
Del. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is ſcarce ho- 
neſt : If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own Mo- 
ney, as twould be fairlier got, i 'twould flick _ 


by you. 
Enter 5 — 
Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Fancyful, to wait upon 
your Ladyſhip. 


L. A. Shield me, kind Heav'n: What an Inunda. 
tion of Impertinence is here coming upon us! 
Lady Fancy ful, who runs frft to Lady Brute, then 
0 Belinda ing em. 
L. Fan. My dear Lady 2 and ſweet Belinda! 
Methinks it is an Age ſince I ſaw you. 


L. B. Vet 'tis but three Days; ſure you have paſo d 


your Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. 
L. Fan. Why. really, to confeſs the Truth to you, I. 


tunate 


am * WES: _ Addreſſes of unfor- 
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of the Example, I ſhou'd cen tear out theſe wicked 


Eyes with my own Fingers, to make both myſelf and 


Mankind eaſy. What think you on't, Mr. Hearefrer;. 
for I take you to be my faithful Adviſer? : 
Heart. Why, truly, Madam think—every Pro- 


ject that is for the Good of Mankind, ought to be en? 


courag'd. Me. 
IL. Fan. Then I have your Conſent, Sir. 

Heart. To do whatever you pleafe, Madam. 
IL. Fan. You had a much more limited Complaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies? Ihe 
Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to tell me 
of above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it was well poſ- 
fible for me to commit two of em. | 

Con. Why truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt to 
be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 

L. Fan. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wondrous chari- 
table with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a Re- 
formation, ev'n down to my Fingers- ends. 


-— Twas. thus, I think, Sir; you'd have had em land! | 


(Opening her Fingers in an awkard Manner) My Eyes 
too he did not like: How was't you would have direct- 
ed em? Thus I think. LStaring at bim. 


l hen there was ſomething amiſs: in my Gate too: L 


don't know well how *twas ; but, as I take it, he would 


have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do me the Favour: 
to take a Turn or two about the Room, that the Compa- 


ny may ſee you He's ſullen, Ladies, and won't: But, 
to make ſhort, and give you as true an Idea as I can of 
the Matter, I think twas much about this Figure in ge- 
neral, he would have moulded: me too: But I was an ob- 


ſtinate Woman, and could ; She walks agulardiy abeut, 
| notreſolve-tamakemyſelf\ 


| | flaring and iooking ungainly 
Miſtreſs of his Heart, by < Then changes on à ſudden tor 
12 as awkard as his / the : Extremity. of her uſual 
Heart. Juſt thus Women do, when { Here Conſtant and 
they think woe are in love with em, Lady B. tall tage 
or when they are ſo with r ther apart. 
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tunate Gentlemen, that were it not for the Extravagancy 
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L. Fan. would however be leſs Vanity for me to 
conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir. 
art. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is 
that if I were in love, you'd find the Means to make me 
ſoon weaty on't. 


L. Fan. Not by Sher nhl upon my Word. Sir. 


But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much govern'd 
by Inſtinct, 1 know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt. 

Bel. (A de) Now I am ſure ſhe's fond of him: PI 

try to make her jealous. 

Well, for my part, I ſhould be glad to find ſaniebody 
would be ſo free with me, that I Rs know my Faults, 
and mend em. 

I.. Fas, Then pray let me r this Gentleman 
to you: I have known him ſome Time, and will be Surety 
for him, that upon a very limited Encouragement on 
your Side, you ſhall find an extended Impudence on his. 

Heart. 1 thank you, Madam, for your Recommen- 
dation: But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter into 

a Place where I believe there would be nothing to do. 


] T was fond of ſerving your. Ladyſhip, becauſe. I N 


you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

L. Fan. I told you he'd be rude, Belinda. 

Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a Sign of Honeſty, which 
makes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, if you 
have no other Exceptions to my Service, but the Fear of 


being idle in it, you may venture to Liſt am I ſhall. 


find you Work, I warrant you. 
Heart. Upon thoſe Terms I engage; Madam ; rand: 
this (with your Leave) I take for Earneſt. 
[Offering to 47% FR hand. 
Sad Hold there, Sir ; I'm none of; Heart. and Bel. 
ur Earneſt-Givers. But if I'm well d eem to continue 


| Jerv'd, I give good Wages, and pay 8 ee 


punctually . 


L. Fan. (Aſdi) I don like this jeſting between em 
Methinks the Fool begin to look as if he were in earneſt. 


but then he muſt be a Fool indeed. Lard, what a 


Difference there is between me and he Looking at 


How I ſhould deſpiſe ſuch. a Thing, if I 1 Bel. corn- 


were a Man ! Fully. 


— 
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a—What a Noſe ſhe has What a Chin——W hat 
2 Neck Then her Eyes And the worſt kiſſing Lips 
in the Univerſe— No, no, he can never like her, that's. 


poſitive Vet I can't ſuffer em together any longer: 
Mr. Heartfree, do you know that you and I muſt 


have no Quarrel for all this? I can't fosbear being a lit- 
tle ſevere now and then. But Women, you know, may 


be allowed any Thing. nf Al 
Heart. Up to a certain Age, Madam. Y | ASS [4 
L. Fan. Which I'm not yet paſt, 1 wv% the 43819 

Heart. (Afide.) Nor never will, I dare Gene. A 1 

L. Fan. (Jo L. B.) Come, Madam: n Your La- 
dyſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation 2. x It 

L. B. You agree then at.Jaſt.” + vas \ pl 

Heart. (Slightingly.) We forgive. 

L. Fan. (Afide.) That was a cold ill-natur'd Reply. 

L. B. Then there's no Challenges ſent between you ? 

Heart. Not from me I promiſe... (4/ide, to Con.) But 
that's more than I'll do for her, for 1 know ſhe can a8. 
well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 

Con. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be go- 
ing, left ſhe ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be malicious. 

Heart. With all my Heart. 

Cow. Ladies, we are your humble Servants. I ſee, sit 
Jobn is quite engag'd, twou' d be in vain to expect him. 
Come, Heartfree. LEæx it. 

Heart. Ladies, your Servadt. (To Bel. ) I hope, Ma- 
dam, you won't forget our Bangin). by m to ſay what 
I pleaſe to you. [Exit Heart. 

Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 1 oi 

L. Fan: (Afede.) Very pretty truly But how the 
Blockhead went out: Languiſhing at her; and not a 
Look toward me Well, Churchmen may talk, but 
Miracles are not ceas'd. For 'tis more than natural, 
ſuch a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent 
as ſhe, ſhou'd be capable of making a Woman of my 
Sphere uneaſy—But I can bear her Sight no longer 
methinks ſhe's groun ten times uglier than Carnet. 1 
muſt home and ſtudy Revenge. 


7 L. B.] Madam, vont bumble eat 1 an 


take my leave. 1 th 
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for a Fortnight 


= - The Provo d Wife 


L.B. What, going already, Madam 2 - 

L. Fan. I muſt bog þ ou'l- excuſe. me this once; for 
really { have eighteen Videsto return this Afternoon: So. 
you ſee m importun'd by the Women as well as the Men. 

Del. (Afdei); And ſhe's quits with them both. 


L. Far. (Going.) ag Re eee eee 


e Room. 

L. B. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. * 

L. Fan. No, ſwoet Caen 0 TR I * 
Ceremony. 

L. Z. an 1 % (Nv 

L. Fan, You know I wont. 260: oy 

L. B. Indeed I muſt; 1 0 

L. Fan. Indeed you ! mant. in 

L. B. Indeed I will. y ot 

L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't.. 

IL. B. Indeed I will. 

L. Fan. Indeed you _ Indeed, indeed,. indeed 
you ſhan't. Len L. Fan. running. 


They follows 
13 e Lady Bars, l. e 
This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour 
What an agreeable Moment has her 
fooliſh Viſit interrupted Lord, how like a Torrent: 
Love ſlows into the Heart, when once the Sluice of De - 
ſire is open'd ! Good Gods! What a Fleafure Wem 
doing what we ſhould not do! 
© Re-enter ConsTanT. 
Ha! Here again. 
Cen. Tho' the renewing my Viſit may 0 a little 
irregular, I hope T ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Ma- 


dam, when you know I only left the Room, leſt the La- 


dy who was here ſhou'd have been- ar malicious in her 
Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſh in her Conduct. 

L. B. He who'has Diſcretion. enough to be tender of 
a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about him may | 
atone for a great many Faults. 


Con. If it has a Title to atone ſor any, It's Preten- | 


fians muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. 


I therefore hope I ſhall-be-forgiven the Attempt, I have 
made upon your Heart, ſince my Enterprize has been a 


Secret do all the World but yourſelf. 
L. B. 
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I. B. Secrecy indeed, in Sins of this Kind, is an Ar- 
gement of Weight to leſſen the Puniſhment ; but no- 
thing's a Plea for a Pardon entire, without a ſincere Re- 
pentan ce. V+ PESIT EPIESSE 5 
Con. If. Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow-fox 
offending, no Cloyſter ever incloſed ſo true a Penitent as 
I ſhould he. But I hope it cannot be reckoned an Of- 
fence to love, where tis a Duty to adore. 8 751 
L. B. Tis an Offence, a great one, where it wou'd 
rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for —her 
Con. Virtue . Virtue, alaſs, is no more like the 
Thing that's call'd ſo, than tis like Vice itſelf. Virtue 
conſiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Sircerity, and 
Pity ; and not in peevi ſh, ſnarling, ftraight-lac'd Chaſtity. 
True Virtue, whereſoc'er it moves, {till carries an intrin- 
ſick Worth about it, and is in every Place, and in each 
Sex, of equal Value. So is not Continence, you ſee: That 
Phantom of Honour, which Men in every Age have ſo 
contemn'd, they have thrown it amongſt the Women to 
ſcrabble for. 28 40 
L. B. If it be a thing of fo very little Value, why do yo 
ſo earneſtly. recommend it to your Wives and Daughters? 
Con. We recommend to our Wives, Madam, becauſe 
we wou'd keep 'em to ourſelves; and to our Daughters, 
becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to others. 
L. B. Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 
you can't diſpoſe of em without itz 9 
Con. That Importance, Mladam, lies in the Humour 
of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
L. B. How do you prove that, Sir? 
Con. From the Wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation in 
a contrary Practice. In Monarchies, Things go by Whim- 
ſy, but Common-wealths weigh all Things in the Seale 
of Reaſon. 5 fe” ol 
I. B. Thope we are not ſo . very light a People to bring 
up Faſhions without ſome Ground. e 
Con. Pray chat does your Ladyſhip think of a pow- 
der'd Coat for deep Mourning ? | : : 
L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Effect 
that von can reaſonably expect it ſtiould have 3 it pu- 


Con. 
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Can. I'm ſorry for it. 9 2! 
IL. B. I'm ſorry to hear you ay fo. {85 
Con. Pray why ? 5 2 

L. B. Becauſe if you expected more from it, you have 


a worſe Opinion of my: Underſlanding than I deſire you | 


ſhould have. 
Con. (Afede,): I comprehend; her: She wou'd have me 


ſet a Value upon her Chaſtity, that I may think myſelf 


themoreoblig'd to her when ſhe makes me aPreſent of it. 


Jo her. ] I beg you will believe I did but rally, Madam 


I know you judge too well of Right and Wrong, to be 
deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. I hope you'll have fo 


favourable an Opinion of my Underſtanding too, to believe 


the Thing call'd Virtue has Worth enough. with me, to- 
paſs for an eternal Obligation where-e'er tis ſacrificed. 


L. B. It is, I think, ſo great a one, as nothing can repay.. 


Con. Ves; the making the Man you love your ever- 
lafting Debtor. 

L. 5 When Debtors once have borrow'd all we have 
to lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of their Creditors. 
Company. 

Con. That, Madam, is only when they are forc'd to 
borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. Let 
us chuſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo ungrateful 
to ſhun 'em. 

L. B. What _ you of Sir Fobn, Sir? I was hi 
free Choice. q 

Con. I think he's marry'd, Madam. is 1" l 

L. B. Does Mit then exclude Men from your 


Rule of Conſtancy ? 


Cos. It does, Conſtancy- 5 a brave, * nab, ge- 
nerous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of Wed- 
lock. There's a poor ſordid Slavery in Marriage, that: 
turns the flowing Tide of Honour, and ſinks us to the: 
loweſt Ebb of Infamy. Tis a corrupted Soil: IIl- na- 
ture, Avarice, Sloth, Cowardice, and Dirt are all its 


Product. 


L. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general Rule, 
as well as to rother? - 

Cox: Ves: I would {after ali) be znExocprivi to it my- 
ſelf, if you were free in Power and Will, to make me ſoz 

L. B. Compliments are well plac'd, where tis impoſe 


Able te lay hold on em. Cor. 


Be Rn Dig. ad 
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Cen. I wou'd to Heaven 'twere poſlible for you to lay 
hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compliment at 
all. But ſince you are already difpos'd of beyond Re- 
demption, to one who does not know the Value of the 
Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope you wou'd, 
not think him greatly wrong'd, tho' it ſhou'd ſometimes 
be look'd on by a Friend, who knows how to eſteem it 
as he ought. 

L. B. If looking on t alone wou' d ſerve his Turn, the 

Wrong perhaps might not be very great. 

Con. Why, what if he ſhould wear it now and then 
a- day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it home * 
at Night? 

L. . Small Security 13 fancy might ſerve for that, 
One might venture to take his Word. | 

Con. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 

L. B. Tis Injury to him if he think it one. For if 
Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſs muſt be 
ſo too. 

Con. Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw my 
concluſive Argument from your own Poſition: If the 
Injury lie in the Fancy, there needs nothing b but Secrecy, 


to prevent the Wrong. 


L. B. (Going.] A ſurer way to o prevent it, is to bear 
no more Arguments in its Behalf. | 

Con. (following her.) But, Madam- 

L. B. But, Sir, *tis my turn to be diſcreet now, and 
not ſuffer too long Vit, 2 

Con. (Catching her Hand.) By Heaven, you ſhall not" 


ſtir, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you ale. at 


ſome more convenient Time and Plae. 

L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough—( Breaking Frei) 
him) to get looſe from you ; and that's all'l ean afford 
you * this Time. ; | Exit running. 

ConsTANT /olus. 

Now by all that's great and good, ſhe's a charming 
Woman. In what Extaſy of = ſhe has left me; for 
ſhe gave me Hope; did ſhe not ſay ſne gave me Hope— 
Hope? Ay; what Hope——enouy h to make me let her - 
$0 EO, that's enou h in 8 Or, no 
Matter how *twas ſpoke ; Hope was the W It came 
8 her, and it was ſaid to me. 

| Eater 


*„ The Prov Wie. 


Enter HzarTrREP. 
Ha, Heartfres! Thou haſt done me noble Service in 
* to the young Gentlewoman without there; 
come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee (embracing 7 him. eagerly.) as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to 
Court to ſtand for a Maid of Honour. 
8 Why, what the Devil's all this Rapture for ? 
on. Rapture! There's Ground for Rapture, Man, 
tity s Ho > my Heartfree, Hopes my Friend. 
Heart, Flopes ! Of what. 

Con. Why, Hopes that my Lady and I together (for 
"tis more than one Body” s Work) ſhould make Sir Ter 
a Cuckold. | 

Heart. Prithee, what did the ſay to thee? 

Con. Say? What did ſhe not ſay ? She ſaid that 
ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe ſaid: 
But ſhe look'd as if ſhe ſaid every thing I'd have her; 
and fo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, I'll treat thee with 
any Thing that. old can buy: I'II give all my Silver 
amongſt the Drawers, make a. Bonefire before the Door, 
ſay the Plenipo's have ſign'd the Peace, and the Bank of 


England's grown honeſt. [ Exeunt. 


8 CEN E opens: Lord Rake, Sir John, Te. at a 
Table, ann 
All. Huz zal 
Lord R. Come, 2 ba ee aig. Con- 


fuſion to all Order. Here's Liberty of Conſcience: 
lh Buegat! | 

Lord R. I I ſing you a Song I r. this Moming to- 
this Purpoſe. 

Sir John. "Tis wicked, I hope. 

Col. B. Don't my Lord tell you he made it? 

Sir __ Well 3 let's lia't. 

| Lord Rate ſings 


T LEO 
2 4 poche of late . 
Have they kept in the deen, 
About ſetting our C enſciences. free ? 


A Bitth hit more 
Diſpenſations in Store, 


Than the King and the 8. tate can decree: I. ; 


n 


tl 


to 


I. 
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N 
When my Heads full of Mine, 
Tt gerflovs with Defign. 
And know no Penal laws that * carb me. 
hate er I deviſe | 


Seems good in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne er as 12 diſturb me. 


No ſaucy Remorſe 
ourſe " 


 Tatrudesin my 
Nor impertinent Notions of Evil: 
So there's Claret in Store, | 
In Peace Poe my Whore, = 

And in Peace Tj Jogg on to the Devil. 

All ſing. So there's Claret, &c. | 
Lord R. (Rep) And in Peace I jegg on to hy Deail. 
Lord R. W ch, how do you like it Gentlemen? 

All. O, admirable ! 
Sir John. I wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that is not 


full of Sin and Impudence. 


Lord R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte, 
But drink away; the Night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want 


| 'Fime to be lewd in. Hey, Page, fally ut, Sirrah, and 


ſee what's doing in-the Camp ; we'll beat up their Quar- 
ters preſently. 

Page. I'll bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. 

[Exit Page. 

Lord R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round. Fill 
me a Brimmer. Here's to our Forlomn-nope. Courage, 
Knight : Victory attends you. 

Sir John. And Lawrels ſhall crown me. Drink away, 
and be damn'd. 

Lord R. Again, Boys, t' other Glaſs, and damn Morality. 

Sir Fohn. (Drunk.) Ay damn e Fang damn 
the Watch ; and let the Conſtable be married. 


All. Huzza. . 
| Re-enter Page. | 
Lord R. How: are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah? 
Page. My Lord, it's Sunday Night, they are full of 
drunken Citizens. | 
Lord R. Along then Boys, we ſhall have a poi _ 
Co 
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Col. B. Along, noble Knight. 


Sir John. Ay along, Bally ;and he that ſays, Sir Jon x 


Prate is not as drunk and as religious as the drunkneſt Ci. 
tizen of em all —is a Liar, and the Son of a Whore. 


Col. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a free. | 


born Engh/pman. 


Sir John, What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 


Engliſbman or a Frenchman ? 
Col. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 
Sir 7ohn. Zoons, I am angry, Sir, —for if I'm a free. 


born Ergli/bmen,, what have you to do, even to talk of i 


my Privileges ? | | 

Lord R. Why, prithee, Knight, don't quarrel here: 
Leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-Light; 
let the Night be employed againſt the publick Enemy. 


Sir John. My Lord, I reſpect you, becauſe you are a Man | 


of Quality: But Pl make that Fellow know, I am within 
a Hair's-breadth as abſolute by my Priviledges, as the King 
of France is by his prerogative. . He by his Prerogative 
takes Money where it is not his due; I by my Priviledge 
refuſe paying it where I owe it. Liberty and Property, 
ang Old En land: huzzal {Exit Sir John, reeling. 
All. Huzzal [(la following him: 


SCENE, 4 Bed Chanter. 


| Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
IL. B. Sure it's late, Belinda: I begin to be ſleepy. 
Bel. Ves, tis near twelve. Will you go to Bed? 
L. B. To Bed, my Dear ? And by that Time I'm fallen 
into a ſweet ſleep (or perhaps a ſweet Dream, which is bet- 
ter and better) Sir John will come home roaring drunk, and 
be over joy d he finds me in a Condition to be diſturbed. 
Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all Night. 
The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my Lord Rake. 
L. B. Nay tis not very likely indeed, ſuch ſuitable 
Company ſhou'd part preſently. What Hogs Men turn, 
Belinda, when they grow weary of Women! 
Bel. And whatOwls they are whilſt they are fond of em. 
L. B. But that we may forgive well enough, becauſe 
they are ſo upon our Account. 
Bel. We ought to do ſo indeed: But tis a hard Te" 


ne 


pr 
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| For when a Man is really in love, he looks ſo unf ufferably 
fly, that tho? a Woman lik*d him well enough before, ſhe 
has then much ado to endure the Sight of him. And this I 


take to be the Reaſon, why Lovers are ſo generally ill uſed. 


L. B. Well, Town now, I'm well enough pleas'd to 


ſee a Man look like an Aſs for me. | 8 ORR”. 
Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhou'd look like an Aſs too 
That is I'm pleas'd with myſelf for making him look ſo. 
L. B. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other way 
to expreſs his Paſſion, *twou'd be more to his Advantage. 
Bel. Ves; for then a Woman might like his Paſſion 


and him too. 


L. B. Yet, Belinda, after all, a Woman's Life would 
be but a dull Buſineſs, if *twere not for Men; and Men 


| that can look like Aﬀes too. We ſhou'd never blame Fate 


for the Shortneſs of our Days; our Time would hang 


. wretchedly upon our Hands. 


Bel. W hy, truly, they do help us off with a good Share 


on't. For were there no Men in the World, of my Con- 


ſcience, I ſhould be no longer a dreſſing than I'm a ſay- 
ing my Prayers. Nay, tho' it were Sunday: For you know 
one may go to Church without Stays on. > 

L. B. Bat don't you think Emulation might do ſome- 
thing? for every Woman you ſee deſires to be finer than 
her Neighbour. _ 


% 


Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better | 


than her Neighbour. No; if there were no Men, adieu 


| fine Petticoats, we ſhou'd be weary of wearing em. 
I. B. And adieu Plays, we ſhou'd be weary of ſeeing'em. 


Bel. Adieu Hide-Park, the Duſt wou'd choak us. 


L. B. Adieu St. Fames's, walking wou'd tire us. : 


Bel. Adieu London, the Smoak wou'd ſtifle us. 


I. B. And adieu going to Church, for religion wou'd. 


ne'er prevail with us. 
Both. Ha, ha, ha, ha! AAA, | 


Bel. Our Confeſſion is ſo very hearty, ſure we merit 


* 


Abſolution. © 


L. B. Not unleſs we go thro? with't, and confeſs all. So 
prithee for the Eaſe of our Canſciences, let's hide nothing. 


Bel. Agreed. | 3 „„ 
L. B. Why then I confeſs, that I love to fit it the Fore- 
* Front 


NN 1 
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Front of a Box. For if one fits: behind, there's two Ags 
gone, perhaps, before one's found out. And when 1 am 

there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and looking upon 
me, you muſt know, I cannot for my Life forbear think. 
ing they talk to my Advantage. And that ſets a thouſand 
little tickling Vanities on foot—— _ 

Bel. Juſt my Caſe for all the World; but go on. 
I. B. I watch with Impatience for the next Jeſt in the 

Play, that I might laugh and ſhew my white Teeth. If the 
Poet has been dull, and the Jeſt be long a coming, I pretend 
to whiſper one to my Friend, and from thence fall into a 
little ſmall Diſcourſe, in which I take occaſion to ſhew my 
Face in all Humours, briſk, pleas'd, ferivus, melancholy, 
langũiſhing Not that what we ſay to one another cauſes 
any of theſe Alterations. But. | 

Bel. Don't trouble your ſelf to explain: for if I'm not 
miſtaken, you and I have had ſome of theſe neceſſary 
Db before now, with the ſame Intention. 

L. B. Why, I'll ſwear, Belinda, ſome People do give 
ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Faces in ſpeaking. 
Tell me true—Did you never practice in the Glaſs ? 

Bel. Why, did you? 5 ö 

L. B. Ves faith, many a Time. 

Bel. And I too, I own it. Both how to ſpeak my ſelf, 
and how to look when others ſpeak. But my Glaſs and I 
could never yet agree what face 1 ſhould make, when they 
come blunt out with a naſty thing in a play : For all the 
Men preſently look upon the Women, that's certain; ſo 
laugh we muſt not, tho* our Stays burit for't; becauſe 
that's telling Truth, and owning we underſtand the Jeſt, 
And to look ſerious is ſo dull, when the whole Houſe is 
a laughing. 1 4 | 


L. B. Beſides that looking ſerious does really betray our 


Knowledge in the Matter, as much as laughing with the 
Company wou'd do. For if we did not underſtand the 
Thing: we ſhou'd naturally do like other People. 
Bel. * my Part, I always take that Occaſion to blow 
I. B. You muſt blow your Noſe half off then at ſome 


78. f «\'S 
% Why don't ſome Reformers or other beat tlie Po- 
et for t. | | L. B. 
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* B. Becauſe he is not ſo ſure of our private. Aprobati- 


on as of our publick Thanks. Well, ſure there is not upon 
Earth ſo impertinent a Thing as Woman's Modeſty, 


Bel. Ves; Mens Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. 


If we quit our Modeſty, they ſay we loſe our Charms; 


| 


and yet they know that very Modeſty is AﬀeRation, ati d 


| rail at our Hypocriſy. 


L. B. Thus one would think, *twere a hard Matter to 
pleaſe 'em, Niece. Yet our kind Mother Nature has giyen 
us ſomething, that makes amends for all, Let our Weak- 
neſs be what it will, Mankind will ſtill be weaker ; and 


whilſt there is a World, *tis Women that will govern it, - 


But, prithee, one Word of poor Conſtant before we go 
to Bed ; if it be but to furniſh matter for Dreams ; I darg 
ſwear he's talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt, 
tho' it be in the middle of his Prayers. 5 

Bel. So he ought, I think; for you were pleas'd to 
make him a good round Advance to-day, Madam. 


L. B. Why, I have een plagu'd him enough to ſa - 


tisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieg d me theſe 
two Years tono Purpoſe. 2 


Bel. And if he befieg'd you two Years more, he'd be 


well enough paid, ſo he had the plundering of you at laſt. 


L. B. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town won't 


be able to hold out much longer; for, to confeſs the Truth 
to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow mutinous. 
Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 


L. B. Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little longer, 


to ſee you fix too, that we might ſtart together, and ſee 
who cou'd love longeſt. What think you if Heartfree 
ſhou'd have a Month's mind to you? 


Bel. Why, faith, I cou'd almoi be in love with him, 


for deſpiſing that fooliſh affected Lady Fanciful; but I'm 


afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my Fire. 


I. B. Then he deſerves to be froze to Death. Wou'd 
I were a Man for your Sake, dear Rogue. [ K://ing her. 


Bel. You'd wiſh your ſelf a Woman again for your 
own, or the Men are miſtaken.— But if I cou'd make a 


Conqueſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle; 


what ſhou'd I do with him ? He has no Fortune; I can't 


marry him; and ſure you wou'd not have me commit 


LA. 


Fornication? 


F 
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: * 5. Why , if you. did Child, 'twou'd be but a good T 
friendly Part; ies twere only to keep me in Countenance Co 
whilſt I commit—You know. what. | 5 
Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve. you that way, I in 
ay perhaps ſome other, as much to your Satisfaction. 
oh pray how ſhall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades again I 
, uickly ? by 
v L. B. We muſt e'en * Recourſe to the old way; gie 
make em anAppointment 'twixt Jeſt and Earneſt, *twill I m. 
look like a Frolick, and that you know's a very, good fr 
Thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. _ | | 
Bel. Vou adviſe well; but where ſhall it be! TR: 1 
I. B. In Spring Garden. But they ſhan't know their I the 
Women, till their Women pull off their Maſques ; for 
4 Surprize is the moſt agreeable Thing in the World: 
And ] find my ſelf in a very good Humour, ready to do 
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| 'em any good 'Turn I can think on, ane 
i Bel. Thenpray write Gi the neceſſary Billet, without | 
further Delay. | 
1 L. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilt 7 
| 79% wy your Engen yi do 15 „Child. en W. 
r. IV. Ba 


SENE, CounnteGardba... bis Md 


1 . Lord Ra xe, Sir Joun, Ce. with Sevords draws. : 
| Lord. E. IS the Dog dead? 18 
Bully. No, damn him, T heard kim Wheeze. « 

aid R. How the Witch his Wife howl'd“ 


[1 Bully. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. | 
| „Lord R. Appear, Knight, then; come you. have a Sk] 
. good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder d. 7 


| Sir Joh. 1s there? 4 hen let his Ghoſt beſatisfy'd: ma. 
[ For I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently ; and bum but 


his Body upon his wooden Chair. | are 
Enter a Tajhr, «with a Bundle under * * Bo 
Fully. How now, what have we got here? A Thief ? 8 
Taylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. a "JM 


ea e. That well ſee preſently: Here; let the Ge- 4 
3 neral examine him. | 

| Sir Job. Ay, ay; let me examine him; ind III lay 

2 hun- 
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A hundred Pound I find him guilty, in fpite of his, 
Teeth—for he looks like a—ſneaking Raſcal. 


Come, Sirrah, without Equivocation or mental Refarva- 


tion, tell me of What Opinion you are, and what Call. 


ing; for by them gueſs at your Morals 

Taylor. An t pleaſe you, I'm a diſſenting Journeyman 
Taylor. - 

Sir Job. Then, Sirrah, you love lying by your Reli- 
gion, and Theft by your Trade, and ſo that your Puniſh- 
ment may be ſuitable to your Crimes —I'II have you 
firſt gags 'd—and then hang'd. | 

Taylor. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 


me; indeed I'm an honeſt Man, and a good Wacky, 


tho! I ſay it, that ſhould not ſay it. 
Sir Foh. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate. 
Lord R. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 
Taylor. An't pleaſe you, it is my Lady's ſhort Cloak, 


and wrapping Gown. 
Sir Job. What Lady, you Reptile you 2 
Tayhor. My Lady Brute, your Honour. 


Sir Jeb. My Lady Brute! my Wife! the. Robe 915 = bh | 


Wife—with Reverence, let me approach it ! The dear 
Angel is always taking Care of me in Danger, and has 


| ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in this Day og 
Battle. On they go. 


Om. O brave Knight! 
Lord R. Live Don 2uixot the ALY 


Sir Job. Sancho, mA Suns: helpgme on with. my 
Armour. 


Taylor. O dear Gentlemen, I ſhall be quite — 1 


you take the Gown. 

Sir Foh. Retire, Sirrah; and nes you carry off your 
Skin, go home, and be ha py. 

Taylor. I think I'd een as good follow the Gentle- 
man's Advice, for if 1 diſpute any longer, who knows 
but the Whim may take em to caſe me—theſe Courtiers 
are fuller of Tricks, than they are of Money—they'il 


ſooner: break a Man's Bones, than pay his Bill. Exit. 


Sir Z0h. So, how do you like my Shapes now? 

Lord R. To a Miracle] he looks like a Queen of the 
Amazons —But to your Arms Gentlemen! the Enemy) 8 
upon their March here s the Watch. 


DES "7 
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Sir Job. Oons! if it were Alexander the Great at the 
Head of his Army, I would Arive him into a Horſe pond, f 

E OO ie 
Sir Jab. See! here he comes with all his Greets abou! 
him; Gr wr mg 772TH: | 

CHE ATED, 294 Hale, Warkh: * ; 4, ben 
I Watch. Hey Day! who have we got here? Stand, 

Sir 7045: May hap not! n 

i Match. What are you all doing here in the Street u 

this Time of Night ? And who are you, Madam, that ff 
ſee to be at the Head of this noble Crew ? | 

Sir Job. Sirrah, I am. Bonduca, Queen of the Welß. 

men, and with a Leek as long as my Pedigree, I will de. 

ſtroy your Roman Legion in an Inſtant, Britons ſtrike 
home: 3 1 | Fights 

1 Vatch. So! we have got the Queen, however! Well 
make her pay well for her Ranſom— Come, Madam, wil 
your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the Conſtable ? | 
Sir Job. The Conftable's a Raſcal! and you area 
Son of a Whote: HE +: 1 | 
I Watch. A moſt princely Reply, truly ! if this be 

her Royal Stile, I'll warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 

-prettily ; but we'll teach you a little of our Court Dialeg, 

before we part with you, Princeſs.— Away with her to 
the Round- Houſe. | | | 

Sir Joh. Hands off, you Ruffians ! my Honour's dear- 
er to me, than my Life! I hope you won't be uncivil ! 
1 Watch. Away with her. . 

Sir Job. O! my Honour ! my Honour! I Fxeunt: 

' SCENE, a Bed. Chamber. 
Enter Heattfree /olus. 

What the Plague ails me ?—Love ? No, I thank you 
For that, my Heart's Rock ſtill.— Yet tis Belinda thath 
diſturbs me; that's poſitive. — Well, what of all that! 
Muſt I love her for being troubleſome ? At that rate, | 
might love all the Women I meet, I gad.— But hold ;þ 
—tho? I don't love her for diſturbing me, yet ſhe may 
diſturb me, becauſe I love her— Ay, that may be, faith, 
I have dream't of her, that's certain. 

Well, fo I have of my Mother; therefore what's that 
to the Purpoſe? Ay, but Belinda runs in my Mind wake 
£7 ing 


Lars? a Farthing for— 
MW talkh 
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ing— And ſo does many a damm d. Thing, that I don't 
ethinks tho', 1 fain be 


17 70 and ee: I have no Bufineſs— Well, am 
T ther Kia, that þ as had a Wo to do an impert- 
nent Tes 0 Enter 


Con. Hoy 1 "Boartfree, 75 What an you up 
and dreſs d fo. ſoon 2.1 thought none but Lovers quar- 


feld with their Beds; 1 expected to have fende you i 
ſnoaring as you us d to do. 


Heart. Why, faith Friend, * tis'the Care I have of your 
Affairs, that makes meſo thoughtful; I have been ſtudying 
all Night, how to bring your nn about with Belinda. 

Con. With Belinda? 

Heart, With my Lady, 2 : And faith T have 
mighty, Hopes 0n't., Sure yen muſt be very well ſatisfy d 
with her Behaviour to you. Yeſterday. 

Con. So well, that nothing but a Love's Fears can 
make me doubt of Succeſs. . But what can this ſudden 
Change proceed from? 

. Why, you ſaw her Haſband beat her; did you 
not 

Con. 1 En true: A Hafhand i is "ſeares to be born up- 
on any Terms, much leſs when he fights: with his Wife. 
Me 7 ſhe ſhou? go en —— cuckolded him upon the 
N ſpot, to ſhe w that alter the Battle ſhe was Maſter of 
the Field. 
Heart. A Council of War of Women would infalli- 
bly have advis'd her tot: But, I confeſs, ſo agreeable 
a Woman as. Belinda v, better dae A 

Con. 5 elinda, Mank | 

Heart. My. 1 * What 
blunder fo to OO 7 (l. ) A 'Plogue of this treacherous 

ongue, -. 

Con. Prithee look upon me ſeriouſly, Hedreftid— 
Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, ar Belinda, 
employs your careful I houghts thus? 

Heart. My Lady, or Belinda 


Con. bj n love, by this TEST love, 


link In love? 11 


07 Nay, ne'er deny i it; ; for thou? It do it ſo ie 


ly, twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee. 


M 
dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. : 


Heart. 
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a-pox makes me 
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72 e Provok'd V fe, 


Heart. by: Fe you won't perſuade me to it, 

will og? 7 
2n. That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that's plain; 

a I know-you' are ſo honeſt a Fellow; your Tongue 
and Heart always go together. But how ? but how the 
Devil? Pha, ha, ha, ha.—— 

Heart. Hey day: Why ſure vou don Vier it in 
earneſt? + 

Con. Ves J do, becauſe I fee you deny it in jeſt. 

Heart. Nay, but look you, Nez—a—denyin 8 
gadzooks, you know 1 fy—a—when a 255 ren A 
Thing in Jelt—a— - *- 2 Bos | 

Ceo,” Fhe. hi, is. hs, ae... 2 

Heart. Nay, then we ſhall have it: - What, betgules 


Man ſtumbles at a Word : did you never make a Blunder? 


Con. Yes, for I am in love, I own it. | 

Heart. Then, ſo am Non, laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth. (Embracing him.) But, dear Con- 
12 don't tell the Town on' t. 

Can. Nay then, twere almoſt Pity to kvgh at thee, 
after ſo honeſt a Confeſſion. 

But tell us a little Jack; By what new-invented Arms 
has this mi hty Stroak been given? © 

Heart. Een by that unaccountable Weapon, call. d. 
Je ne ſtai quoy: For every thing that can come within 
the Verge of Beauty, J have ſeen it with Indifference. 

Cos. So.in few Words then, the Je ne ſcai quoy has 
been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. 

Heart. I gad, I think the Je ne ſcai 90, is in the 
quilt- Petticoat; atleaſt, tis certain, I ne'er, think on't 
without — a—a Te ne ſcai quoy in every part about me. 

Con. Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their 
Virtue? have you turn'd her inſide out yet? AF» 

Heart. I dare not ſo much as think on't. 

Con. But don't the two Years Fatigue, I have had, 
diſcourage you? 

Heart. Yes, I dread. what I foreſee ; yet cannot quit 
the Enterprize. Like ſame Soldiers, whoſe Courage 
dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature; on they 
go, tho' the Body trembles, at what the Soul makes i 
undertake. 

Con, . if you expect your Mifreſ will uſe you, 

as 


— 


. 


rn 
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| 2s 7 Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you tremble 
jaſtly.— But how do you intend. to proceed, Friend? 

b Heart. Thou know'ſt I'm. bat a Novice; be friendly 

5 and adviſe me: 

Con. Why lodk you then, ra 8 you ſerenade and 

; a—write a Song—Go to Church, look like a Fool-Be 

| very officious: Ogle, write and- lead out; and who. 

knows, but in a Vear or two's. Time, you may be—— 

: call'd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about your Buſineſs: 

, Heart. That's hard, | 

g Con. Vet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 
Heart. Pox on me for making one of the Number. 
Con. Have a Care: Say no ſaucy Things: T will but 


L 

2 augment your Crime; and if your Miſtreſs hears on't, 
3 encreaſe your Puniſhment. 

a Hear t. Prithee ſay ſomething then to encourage me; 


you know I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. 
Con. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, that 

you may be thoroughly ill us'd for your Offences, I'll 

put you in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 'em all, 


. are, made up of Deſires, as well as we; and-tho' they do. 
5 hold out a long Time, they will capitulate at laſt. For 
. that thundering Engineer, Nature, does make ſuch Ha- 
0 vock in the Town, they muſt ſurrender at long Run, or- 


1 periſh in their own Flames. 
"I Enter a Footman. 

Sir, there's a Porter without with a Letter ; he deſires 
to give it into your own Hands. 
Con. Call him i In. 
1 10 Wh. 3 
8 Con. What Fo; is it thee? _ | 
Por. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I was ordered to deliver 
b this into your own Hands, by two well ſhap'd Ladies, 


k at the New-Exchange. I was at your Honour's Lodg: 
y ings, and your Servants ſent me hither. 
t Con. Tis well. Are you to carry any Anſwer ? 


e Por. No, my noble Maſter: They gave me my Or- 
5 ders, e they were gone, like a Maiden-head 


4 at fifteen . 

Y Con. Very ol, Mets | 7 * * Money. 
5 Por. God bleſs your Honour. [Exit Porter. 
Wa Con. Now let's ſee what honeſt truſty Fo has brought 


us. | C7 | Reads. 1 


J—_— 
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1 If you and'your Pla ay. fellow car ſpare Time from 

your ufeneſs and Dowd don't fail to be at Spring-. 
Garden about eight in the Evening. You'll And no- 


thing there but Women, ſo you need bring no other 
Arms than what jou uſually" carry about you.” 


So, Play. fellow: Here's ſomething to ſtay your Stomach, | 
till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 


Heart. Some of our old batter * Acquaintance, E 
won't go, not I. | 

Con. Nay, that you can't avoid: There's Honour i in 
the Caſe; *tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 

Heart. I doubt I ſnall be but a very uſeleſs one to you; ; 
for I'm ſo diſhearten'd' by this Wound Helinda has given 


me; I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough to draw 


my Sword. 

Con. O, if that be all. come along; I'll warrant you 
find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have to deal 
with · Exeunt. 


— Enter Conſtable and Watch with Sir John.” 
Conſt, Come, forſooth, come alon if you pine r L 


once in Compaſſion, thought to have you ſafe home 


this Morning : But you have been ſo rampant and abu- 


five all Night, I thall fee what the Juttice of Peace 
will ſay to you, 
Sir John. And you ſhall ſee what I'll ſay to the Juſtice 


of Peace. [Watch trocks,. 4 Servant entars. 
Conſt. Is Mr. Juſtice at bome? | 
Ser. Ves. pad de" mo 


Conft. Pray acquaint his Worlhip e got an "Y 
ruly Woman here, and defire to know what he'll pleaſe 


to have done with her. 


Ser. I'll acquaint my Maſter. of th iter 
Sir Fob. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldly uſtice 
is this? 


Conſt. One that will know how: to deal with tuck 
| Romps as you. are, I'll warrant you. 


Enter Juſtice. 


Jas. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what's de Matter here 5 


Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comica! 


Sort of a Gentlewoman, has eommitted great Outr: - 


ta Night, ſhe has been. frolicking with my Lord 1 1 


— 
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and* bis Gang, they attack'd the Watch, and I hear 


there has been a Gentleman killd: 1 believe tis they : 


have done't. 
Sir Fohn. There may have been Murder for ought 
I know, and tis a great Mercy, there has not been a 


If Rape too—for this Fellow would have raviſh'd me. 


1 Watch. Raviſh! Traviſh! O lud f O lud O lud! 
Fraviſh her! Why pleaſe your Honour, I heard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay, he believ'd ſne was little better than a 
Mophradite. 

Jus. Why truly, ſhe does ſeem to be a lietle maſeu- : 
line about the Mouth. _ 

i Watch. Yes, and about the Hands to0—an' t pleaſe 
your Worſhip.: I did but offer in mere Civility to help 
her up the Steps into our Appartment; and with her 
gippen Fiſt—ay, juſt ſo, Sir. [Sir John &nocks him doaun. 

Sir 7ohn. I fell'd him to the Ground like an Ox 

Juſt. Out upon this boiſterous Woman! out upon- 
her! | 

Sir Jobn. Mr. Juſtice, he wou'd have been uncivil! It 
was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Satisfaction. 

Match. I hope your Worſhip will ſatisfy her Hon- 
our in Bridewell, that Fiſt of her' s will make an admira- 


ble Hemp-beater. 


Sir Fohn. Sir, I hope you will protect me againſt tber 
libidinous Raſcal-I am a Woman of Quality, and Vir- 
tue too, for all I am in a ſort of an Undreſs this Morning. 

Juſt. Why, ſhe really has the Air of a Sort of a Wo- 
man a little ſomethingiſh out of the common Madam, 
if you expect I ſhould be Waere to You, - 1 _— 15 
may know who you are. 

Sir John. Sir, I am any Body, ar your Service. 

Jui. Lady I deſire to: know your Name. 

Sir John. Sir, my Name's Mary. 

Juſt. 9 4 , your Sirname, anf « * 

dir ir, m Sirname's e ve ame W 
HER i T 2 * 

* uſt, —.— - ge this Iwho pellen; $i 
Sir 
2 lr Jobs 2 7h 14% 55 a 
ir Jobn. Why, Sir John Brice. * 
Fuſt, ls it * you can be eber 
4 Sir 
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Sir Fohn. That happy Woman, Sir, am T! only 2 


little in my Merriment to-night. 

Jui. I'm concern'd for Sir 7 bn. 

Sir John. Truly, ſo am I. Y 

Fuſi. I've heard he's an honeſt Gentleman. 

Sir John. As ever drank. 

' Fuft. Good lack ! indeed Lady, Dam ſorry he ſhou'd 
have ſuch a Wife. 

Juſt. Sir, I am ſorry he has any Wife at all. | 

Juſt. And ſo perhaps may he—I doubt you have not: 
given him a very good Taſte of Matrimony. 
Sir Fobn. Tafte Sir, I have ſcorn'd to ſtint him to a 
Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. 

+7 uſt. Indeed, I believe ſo! but pray, fair Lady, may 
he haue given you any Occaſion for this extraordinary. 
Conduct. does he not uſe you well!? 

Sir John. A little upon the Rough, ſometimes. 

530 Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now and 

then 

Sir Zohn. Sir, I love Peace and Quiet, and when a 
Woman don't find that at home ſhe's apt ſometimes to 
comfort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions abroad. 

Fuft. I doubt he uſes you but toe well pray how 


does he as to that weighty Thing Money ? does he allow 


you what's proper of that? 


Sir John. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
Reckoning, if this Son of a Whore the Drawer wou'd. 


bring his Bill. 


Fuft. Aſtrange Woman en he frail reaſon- : 
able portion of his Time at. home, to the Comfort of. 


huis Wife and Children ? 


Sir Johr. Never gave his Wife cauſe to repine at his | 


being abroad in his Life. 


F uſt. Pray, Madam, how may he he in.the grand ma- ; 


trimonial Point—is he true to your Bed? 
Sir Jahn. Chaſe !—Oons l this Fellow aſks ſo many 


ee ueſtions, egad, I believe it is the Juſtice” s 


Wife, in the Juſtice's Cloaths. 


Fut. "Tis a great Pity he ſhou'd have been thus diſ- 


poſed of—pray Madam, and then I have done, what 
may be your Ladyſhip's common Method of Life? If L 
may. preſume ſo far. | Sir 


"= wy + = 
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Sir Jobs. Why, Sir, much like that of a Woman of 
Qualit). „ 5 
hr Guſt. Pray how may you generally paſs your Time, 

Madam? Your Morning for Example. 

Sir Fobn. Sir, like a Woman of Quality—I wake a> 
bout two a Clock in the Afternoon—1 ftretch—and-then 
make a Sign for my Chocolate—when I have drank 
three Cups I ſlide down again upon my Back, with my 
Arms over my Head, while two Maids puts on my Stock- 
ings—then, hanging upon their Shoulders, 1 am trail'd 
to my great Chair, where I fit—and yawn for my Breax- 
faſt—if it don't come preſently, I lie down upon my 
Couch, to ſay my Prayers, while my Maid reads me the 
Play-Bills. 5 3 
Fut. Very well, Madam. e 
Sir John. When the Tea is brought in—I drink twelve 
regular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and Butter 
and half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook to know if 
the Dinner is almoſt ready. = py 
 7uft. Soh, Madam. 5 . 

Sir John. By that Time my Head's half dreſt, Lhear 
my Huſband ſwearing himſelf into a State of Perdition, 
that the Meat's all cold upon the Table—to mend which, 
I.come down in an Hour more, and have it ſent back 
to the Kitchen to be all dreſt over again. 

Ju. Poor Man! . 6. 
Sir Job. When I have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuoufly ſet down at their Eaſe to do ſo too, 
I call for my Coach, go to viſit fifty dear Friends, of 
whom, I hope, I never ſhall find one at home while I. 
o 5 | 
Juſt. So; there's the Morning and. Afternoon pretty 
well diſpoſed of—Pray Madam, how do you pals your 
Sir Joh: Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit, 
| give me a Box and Dice—Seven's.the Main, Oons Sir, 
T ſet you a hundred Pounds ! why dv you think Women 
are married now a- days to fit at home and mend Napkins? 
Sir, we have nobler Ways of paſſing Time. | 

Juſt. Mercy upon us, Mr, Conſtable, what wilt. 
this Age come tot | 


„ OTE” "Corſe. 


/ 
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Conſt. What will it come to indeed, if ſuck Women 
as theſe are not ſet in the Stocks. 
Sir John. 1 have a little urgent Buſineſs galls upon 


me; and therefore I deſire the F avaur of You, Og 


Matters to a Concluſion. 
Jul. Madam, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not 
to commit more Diſorders, I would releaſe you. 
8 Fobn. None — by. my Virtus. 980 
J.. Then Mr. Conſtable, you ma 1 

ir. John. Sir, your very "humble 8 ; 


eas to accept of a Bottle 


charge her. 
Sf nt. If you 


7 aft... I thank you kindly, Madam - hut 1 never 


drink in a Morning, Good-buy 1 1 good buy to ye. 


Sir: John: Good-buy t'ye, (Exit Justice | 

So- now, Mr. ivy Oye pond Sr and 

2 Ml together? 1 i 4 1 
onft: No, thank Madam, m ife enon 

to ſatisfy any cel | # F 


Sir Fobn. (Afide.) He, he, he, he, heres Fool | 1 


married then. Well, you won't go F 
Conft. Not I, truly. 


Sir John. Then I'll $9 by my ſelf; ad you 400 your | 


Wife may be damy'd. Exit Sir Johns. 
Conſt. (Gazing after. him); Why, G od-a-mercy my 
Lady. Lan. 
| 8 CE N E, ring Gar Jes . & 4 
| ' Conſtant and Heartfree crof5 the 947 5 
Enter Lady Fancy ful and. , {adanajele mak 8%, 
bi em. | 
Con. S0: I think we are about the Time ap IRA 
| let us walk up this Way E xeunt. 


IL. Fan: Good: Thus far I avs dogg d 'em without 


Being diſcover d. is infallibly ſome N that 
brings them to Spring- Carden. How my 0% er Heart is 
torn and wrack'd. with. Fear and. Jealouſy ! et let 3 it be 
any thing but that Flirt Belinda, Wo Pl ll try to bear it. 
But if it prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be em- 


ploy'd:to deſtroy her. Ex zun after Conſtant andHeartfree: 


- Re-enter Conſtant and Heartfree: Lady Fancyful and: 
© Madamoiſelle Vll folloawirg at a diſtance. 


Con: I fee no Females yet, that have any thing to | 


ay: to. us. I'm. afraid we are banter' d. 


Heart: 


[ $9 pick un 
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Heart. I wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf mer 

Con. Nay, I'm ſure you'll "58 them merry enough, 
if I tell em why you are dull. But prithee, why | 10 


heavy and fad, before you begin to be ill us d? 
Heart. For the ſame on, perhaps, that you are 
fo briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Plea- 


ſures are generally more ne in proſpe, than 
when they come to pas. 

Enter Lac Brute and Belinda, m Bd and 71 Cf 49h, 
6 How now, Who are e? not our * 


Hart. If they are, wearge'en a vol 


ell enough tov, to 
come a hunting here, when we 


ſo much better 


| Game in Chaſe elſewhere. 


L. Fan. to 1 So, "theſe; are ah Ladi ies 
without Doubt. But I'm. afraid that Doi4y, Stuff is not 
worn for want of better Cloaths. "They a are the "ey 
Shape and * . * her Aunt. 

Mad. So dey be inteed, Mat | 

L. Fan. We'll ſlip into this do Arbor, where we 
may hear all they ſay. Een Lady Fan. and Madam. 

L. B. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 
N Why truly, 1 think we may, if Appearances 

t lye. 
Bel. 'Do you always ind Women what they Appear to 


be, Sir? 
Heart. No, ſorſooth; 8 1 n find em better 
Co they appear to be. 
Bel. Then the Outfide”s beſt, you think 2. 
Heart. Tis the honeſteſt. 
Con. Have a Care, Hæargfres; you are relapſing ag 
L. B. Why, does the neee rail at W 


Can. He has done formerly. 
Bel. I ſuppoſe he had v 


men? 


oel Cauſe fort. 


og did not uſe you ſo well as you thought you deſerv'd, 
2 B. They made themſelves * at your Expence, F 


Bel. Laugh'd when yon ſigh'd. 
L. B. Slept while you were waking, 


i 
[ 
: 
| 
j 
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Bel. Had your Porter beat. 1 51 %% 85 | 
L. B. And threw your Billet-doux into the We 


Heart. Hey-day, I ſhalt do more than rail re, 


Bel. Why you won't beat us, will you? 
Heart. I don't know but I . 
Can. What the Devil's coming here? Sir Jobn ir in a 


| Gown ?—And drunk, I faith.” 


Fur 8 Tohm ©: ©: 

Sir 7 + of What a Pox—here's Conflant,' W 
and two Whores, T gad O you covetous Rogues 
What have yon never a ſpare Punk for your 2 
But I'll ſhare with you. [ He ſeizes both the Women... 

Heart. Why, What the Plague have you been. doing, 
Knight 7 

Sir Fobe, Why ; 1 have been beating the On and. 


FKcandalifing the Women. 


Heart. A very good Account, truly. 155 

Sit John. And what do you think Ill do next... [1 

Con. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. ' | 

Sir John. Why, if you'll. let me 22 you, ru wert 
both your Strumpets. 

L. B. Aide.) O Lord, ine undone ? 

Heart. No, we can't ſup together, — 9 we 1 


ſome Affairs elfewhere. But if you'll aceept of theſe two 


Ladies, we'll. be lo domplaiſant to You, to 9 our 
Right in m. | 
Bel. {Afide) Lord, what ſhall we Jo E . 
Sir John. Let me fee, their: Cloaths are fuch- damn 4 
Cloaths, they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 392 ft. 
Heart. Sir Fohn, your Servant. 'Rapture'attend you. 
Con. Adieu, Ladies, make mueh of the- Gentleman. 


L. B. Why ſure, you won't leave us in the Hands-of 


2 drunken FeHow to abuſe us. + 
Sir Fobn. Who do you call a a Gow, you Slus 


vou; I'ma Man of Quality the King has made me a 


Koight., 
Heart. Ay, ay, you are in good Hands; Abe ten 
Heart. runs 0 
E. FB. The Devils Hands: Eet me ge or Ill or 
Heaven s Sake protect us. 
FShe breaks from him, and runs to Conſtant, dear hing 
of her — and clapping it on again. Sir fohns 


ee 


NW D nh 
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Sir Jobs. Pl devil yen: you Jade vou. AD GE 


| your uglyFace. * 


on. Hold a little Knight, the Fioons... FO 
Sir John. I'll ſwoon her. wot: Moy”, 
Con. Hey, Heartfree. | 
Ne. enter Heartfree, Belinda runs to 2 F F ol 1 
Heart. O Heavens! My dear Creature ann little 
Con. Pull him off, Jack. 
Heart. Hold, mighty Man: — you, AY we. did hes 
jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Acquaintance 
Sd we hada mind to wy. een alittle; ; but * OK muſt 


leave us. 


Sir F ohm. Oons, 1 won't las you, not 1 

Heart. Nay, but ow muſt though ; and therefare make 
no Words on't. | | 

Sir John. Then you are a couple of damn'd 8 Fel- 
lows. And I hope your Punks will give you Sauce to your 


Mutton. * [Is Exit Sir John. 
L. B. Oh, I fhall never come toraylelt again, n © 
fightned. 0 iin Bf: 


Con. Woran narrow Scape; indeed 1 a 

Bel. Women muſt needs have Frolicks, . ſee, what 
ever they coſt 'em. 

Heart. This might have prov'd. a dear. one tho. 

L. B. Yow are the.more oblig d. to us, for. the Riſque 
we run upon your Accounts. 

Con. And I hape you'll acknowledge ſomething; due 
to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This is the ſecond 
Time we have deliver'd you. _ 

L. B. Tis true; and ſinee we ſee Fate has defign'd 
you- for our Guardians, twill make us the more wile, 
ling to truſt ourſelves in your Hands. But. you muſt 
_ have the worſe enger y of us for our innocent * ro- 
lic 
Heart. Ladies, you Wär cbmmand our. Opinions, i in 
every Thing that is to your Advantage. 

| Bil, Then, Sir, I. command you to be of Ovinion, 
that Women are ſometimes better than they appear to 
be. * ELady' Brute and Conſtant alt apart. 

bln Madam.” you have made a Convert of me in 
every Thing. 1. am 9 a F 5 1 could be Kat of 
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Bd. üben vou 1 ein in the Name of the whole Sex. 
Heart. Which Sex,. nothing but your ſelf cou'd ever 
have aton'd for. 

Bell Now has my Vanity x deviliſh Itch, to know i in- 
what my 8 conſiſts. 1 . 

Heart. n your Hum Ys adam, © keeps ou 

ant it conſiſts at all. f 

Bel. One other Compliment with that ſerious Face, 
and I hate you for ever after. 

Heart. Some Women love to be abus. Is that i it 

wou'd beat? 

Bel. No, not that neither : But 1d ang Men talk 
plainly what's fit for Women to hear; without putting 
tm either to a real, or an affected Bluſh. 

Heart. Why then, in as plain Terms 20 L eat find to 
expreſs my ſelf, I NN love you even en 
it ſelf almoſt, I BY 

"Bel. Juſt asS Johr did her Ladyſhip there. 

What think you? Don't you believe one Month's 
Time might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, 
only clad in a little better Manners, perhaps? Well, you 
Men are unaccountable Things, mad till you have your 
Miſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad till you are rid of them 
again. Tell me, honeſtly, is not your Patience put to a 
much ſeverer Tryal after Poſſeſſian, than before R. 

Heart. With a great many, I mult confeks, it is, to- 
our eternal Scandal z but I—dear Creature, do but try me. 
Ziel. That's the ſureſt Way indecd, to u, but not 
the ſafeſt. 

Jo L. B. I Madam are not yon for taking a Turn in 
the great Walk : It's almoſt dark, no body will know us. 

L. B. Really I find my ſelf ſomething idle, Belinda; 
beſides, I Jo x upon this little odd private Corner. But 
con t let my lazy Fancy confine you. N 

Con. (Aſae.] So, the wou'd be bien with me, 
that . 

Bel. Well, wel taks.one Tum, and come to you a- 
in. ö 

" Te Heart. ] Come; Sir, mall we e 20 pry into the Se- 
erets of the Garden. br knows what Diſcoveries we 
may make? 

Heart. Madam, I'm m at your: Service... | 


- 
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Cor. ( Heart ade.) Don't make! too much kalte 
back f for, dye hear Wer 42 un 

Heart. Enough.:: : Erie Bet aid Heart. 

T. B. Sure you chink me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. Con- 


fant. Fra afraid I ſhall loſe your good Opinion of me. 


Con. My good Opinion, N Madann,. i is like your Cruel- 
ty, never 0 be removed. 

L. B. But if I ſhou'd remove my-Cruelry thenthers' 8 
an End of your good Opinion. 

Cor. There is not ſo ſtrict an Allinice bitwden . 
weiches - Tis certain, I ſhon'd love you then better (if 
that be poſſible) than 1 onen e wear . I 
always eſteem. -* l 

L. B. Indeed, I doubt Jena E 
Why ſuppoſe you had a Wiſe, and ſhe ſhould entertain. 
xz Gallant, - 


Con. HI gave ber jt Caule, how oc T juſtly com 


denn her? 
. B. Ah; bui you differ : widely about Juſt Cauſes. 
Cos. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. ' 9 


LB. Nor ill Manners much, truly. 


Don 834 no Woman upon Earth has fojut 8. 
as aye. ' 
102 B. O, but a faithful Wife, is a beautiful changes 


Con. To a e ee I confeſs it is. 
L. P. But can his $ releaſe my Duty? 
bm. In Equity without Doubt; Apd where Laws diſ- 

penſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with Laws. 
L. B. Pray let's leave this Diſpute; for you Men have 


as much Witchcraft i in your ATI, as Women 


have in their Eyes. 
Con. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, tis 


but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. 


I., B. The Oaſe is ndt the lame. What Miſchief we 


do, we ean't help; and therefore are ta be forgiven. 


Con, Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the Pain that it 
gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to the 
Wound: But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, is almoſt 
as bad, as an ugly Face and a ſoft one: But very trou- 


bleſome to many a poor Gentleman. 


L. B. Ves, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
E can aſſure you. But, pray, which. of em is it, that 
moſt. afflits you? _ Con. 


_ — — ates an rs AIP me 
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bn. Your Glaſs: and Conſcience will inform u, 

| Madam. But, for Heaven's ſake (for now I. muſt bg 

__ if Pity: b pi Gratitude can move you. ] 
[Taking her Hand. 

\ If Conflancy ind Truth have Power to tempt you; if 
Love, if Adoration can affect you, give me at leaſt ſome 
Hopes, that Time may do, what yo fringe mean ne- 
ver to perform; twill <aſe my Ln rings, i tho”. not 
quench my Flame. 

L. B. Vour Sufferings d, your Flame wou'd.foon 
abate: And that 1 wou d preſerve, not quench. it, Sir. 
Con. Wou' d you: preſerve it, nouriſh i it with F avours; 
for that's the Food it naturally requires, 

L. B. Yet on that natural Food, twould ſurfeit ſoon, 
hou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. _ 

Con. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it. Forgive. me 
therefore, if ſince my Hoy r rages, I at laſt grow wild, 
1 in wy eas force at leaſt this from yu. 

der ling ber. Hand. 
or if you'd * my Flame ſoar, —— ſtill, then 
7 me this, and this, and this, and thouſands. more. 
LK ing firft her Hand, and then her Neck. 

Ade. ] For now's the Time, ſhe melts into Compaſſion. 

L. B. (4fide.) Poor coward Virtue, how, it ſhans the 
Battle. 0 Heavens! Let me gen! hb 
1 Ay. go, ay: Where ſhall we go. m my charming 

Angel into this private Arbour——Nay, let's lofe no 
W are precious. 

L. B. And Lovers wild x. pray let us flop here; at 
leaſ for this Time. 

Con. "Tis impoſſible: He that has Power over you, can 
have none over himſelf. ¶ As he is forcing her into. the 

L. B. Ah; I'm loſt. ] Aboour, Lady Fancyful and 
„L. Fan. Fa fe; fe, fe, fe, Madamoiſelle bolt out upon 

Mad. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. þ them and run over the Stage. 
Con. Death and Furies, Who are theſe? 

I. F. Oh Heavens! Im ont of my Wits if they 
knew me, I'm ruin'd. 

Con. Don't be frightened ; ten thouſand to one they 
are Strangers to you. 

L. B. Whatever 27 are, L won't Sy here moment | 
dungen 2* * 


. Come 
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Con. Whither will you go 8 8 . 
L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. [Lord wha 5 
| this Belinda now? line fog. 
Enter Belinda avd Miene. FI 
ol! it's well you are come: I'm. ſo frightened my 
| Hair ſtands on end: Let's be gone, for Heaven's fake: 
Bel. Lord what's the Matter? | 
L. B. The Devil's the Matter, we are- diſcorar's. i 
Here's a Couple of Women have done the moſt imperti- 
nent Thing. AN. away, away, away, away. 
[Exit running. 
Re. enter Lady Fancy ful and Madamoiſelle. 
3 Raw. Well, Madamoiſelle, tis a prodigious Thing. 
how Women can ſuffer e Fellows to grow ſo familiar 
with 'em. | 
Mad. Ay Matam, 10 n 7 rien aef Naturel. 
L. Fan. Fe, fe, fe. But, oh my Heart ! O Jealouſy t- 
O Torture! I'm upon the Rack. What ſhall I do? My 
Lover's loſt, I ne'er ſhall ſee him mine. 


 Pauſfi 78 —1 Hat I may. be reveng'd ; and that's the 


ſame, Thing. Ay, ſweet Revenge. Thou welcome 
Thought, thou healing Balſam to my wounded Soul. 


Be but propitious on this one Occaſion, I'll place my Hea- 


yen in thee, for all my Life to come. 
To Woman haw indulgent Nature's kind : 
No Blaſt of Fortune long diſturbs her mind : 
Compliance to her Fate ſupports her fill; 
F owe won't make ber Bappy Mi ad will. e 


s ATT V 
SCE NE, Lady -Fancyfal's Hess. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoi ſelle. 


L. Fan. W E LL, Madamoiſelle; did ow dog the 
filthy Things ?. 

Mad. O aue ou, Matam. 

L. Fan. And where are they? 

| Mad., Au logis | 

L. Fan. What: ? Men and all ? | 

Mad Tous enſemble. _ 

L. Fan. O Confidence? What, carry their Fellows to 

| their. own Houſe ? Mad. 
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Mad. C'*eft gue le Mar ny eft pas. 
L. Fan. No, fo 1 bel 2 But he fall be there, 
and quickly too; if I can find him out. | 
Well, 'tis a prodigious Thing, to ſee when Men and 87 


Women get together, how they fortify one another in 
their Impudence. But if that Drunken Fool, her Huſband 80 


be to be found in &er a Tavern in Town, Tu fend him 4 
amongſt 'em. I'll ſpoil their Sport. Po 8 
Mad. Ex verité. Matam, ce ſeroit domage. ä is 
L. Fan. Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Madamoiſelle; there- od 
fore never go about it,-For I am the ſteadieſt Creature in Fea 
the World when I have e determined to 15 Miſchief. So, 8 
come along. 21% 3 U xeunt., EE 
SCEN E, Sir Jehn Brute s Hoofe. 133 - 

Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Lady Brute, Belinda, and Pro 
Lovewell. | But 

1. B. But are you ſure you don't miſtake, F ODEON] at 
Love. Madam, Lſaw 'em all go into the Tavern together, flee 
and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou'd ſcarce ſtand. 8 
| 85 [Ex. Lov. yo! 
L. B. Then Gentlemen, I believe we may venture to 7 
let you-ſtay and play at Cards with us an Hour or two - W arc 


for they'll ſcarce part *till r 
Bel. I think 'tis pity they ſhould ever part. 
Can. The Company that's here, Madam. Ye 
L. B. Then, Sir, the Company that's. here, muſt te- 
member to part itſelf, in time. | 
Con. Madam, we don” t intend to forfeit your future 
Favouri, by indiſereet Uſage of this. The Moment you 40 
give us the Signal, we-ſhan't fail to make our Retreat. 5 
L. B. e thoſe Conditions then, let us ſit down to 


Cards. 
Enter es 
Lov. O Lord Madam, here's my. Maſter jufb&; ring 8 
in upon you. He has been quarrelſome yonder, 5 they Vi 
have kick'd him out of the Company. 
L. B. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's Sake, v 
II wheedle him to bed if poſſible. | 
|  _ [Conftantard Heartfree run into the C b/et. 
Ester Sir John, all dirty and bloody. H 
L. B. Ah—ah—he's all over Blood. Sir. h. | 


4 
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Mont + hi. What the Plague does the CIS, 
id you never ſee a Man in Pickle before, 
* B. Lord where have you been ? a LETT 
Sir Fobn. I have been at- aa 


L. B. I fear that is not all. 1 Wen are not v ounded f 


Sir John. 'Spund as a Roach, Wife, 
L. B. Pm mighty glad to hear it. | 
Sir Fobn. You know think you lie. - 
IL. B. I know you do me wrong to think ſo. For Hea- 
ven's my Witneſs, I had riches: ſee W own en rr 
down, than yours. | i 
Sir Fohn. Then will 1 Ge enicity'd, 


L. B. Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ'd. 4 i £ 


Sir Tobn. Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. | 

L. B. I am ſure, I have given you a thouſand tender 
Proofs, how great my Care is of you, | 
But, ſpite of all your cruel Thoughts, I'll ſtill perſiſt; and 
at this Moment, if I can, Pran you. to lie down and 
ſleep a little. 

Sir John. Why———do you think 1 am drunk—— 
you Slut you ® 

* Heaven forbid, 1 ſhou'd Put Pm afraid you 
are feveriſn. Pray let me feel your Pulſe: 

Sir Jobn. Stand off and be damn'd. 


L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very Eyes. 


You are at on Fire. "Pro $0. to Bed: let me intreat 
ou. 
a Sir he. Come ki me,. then. 8 
. Kiſſing him] There: Now ga 
46 22 He ſtinks like Poifon. © 


Sir John. I fee it goes darriably a, rain; your i inc 


And therefore—Kiſs me again. Fd 
L. B. Nay, now you fool me. 
= OR a 
(Aft) | Lord have merey eren me. ; 
Well; ;. there : Now will yo 


Six John. Now, Wife, you ou an ſee my Graritade.. 
You gave me two Kite. If ive you — two 


Hundred. ee "| Kiffes and tumbles her 
E 0 Void: Pray, Sir Jen, be quiet. 1 
Heavens, what a Pickle am I in? | 2.7 
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Bal. [ Afide.Þ/If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my 
— out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him; 
ſloun 7. 333 Sekr. Lees fo Pres, | 8 4 
Sir John. So, now you being as dirty and as naſty as 
myſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt I muſt: have 
a Cup of your cold Tea, Wife. {Going to the Cloſtt. 
L. B. O, I'm ruin'd | There's none there, my Dear, 
Sir Fohn. I'll warrant you, I'll find ſome, my dear. 
L. B. Vou can't open the Door, the Lock's 8 
L have been turning and turning the Key, this half Hour 
to no purpoſe. il ſend for the Smith To- morrow. 
Sir 7ohn. There's ne'er a Smith in Europe can open 
a Door with more Expedition than I can do—As for 
Example POu. ¶ He burſis open the Door ævith his Foot. 
—How—now ?—W hat. the Devil have we got here? — 
Conſlant—Heartffrre—And two Whores again, I- gad 
This is the worſt cold Tea—that ever I met with in my 
116— 288 ird e: 
5 Enter Conſtant and Heartfte. 
L. B. [4/4e.] O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir John. Gentlemen I am your very humble Servant 
=I give you many Thanks ſee you take care of my 
Fe mily I ſhall.do all I can to. return the Obligation. 
Con. Sir, how odly ſoever this Buſineſs may appear to 
you, you'd have no Cauſe to be uneaſy, if you knew 
the Truth of all Things: Your Lady is the moſt. virtu- 
ous Woman in the World, and nothing has pat but an 
innocent Frolick. man? ett aid >2mo9) K 412 
Heart. Nothing ele, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Sir John. You are both very civik Gentlemen And 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman; there- 
fore, I don't doubt but many civil Things have paſt be- 
tween you. Your very humble Servant. 
L. B. [A/id? to Con.] Pray, be gone; he's ſo drunk 
he can't hurt us to-night,..and.to-morrow Morning you 


* x % 


ſhall hear from us. 


* 
* 
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Cen. I'll obey you; Madam: 

Sir, when you are cooll, you'll underftand Reaſon bet- 
ter, So, then I ſhall take the Pains to inform you. If 
not—l wear a Sword, Sir, and ſo E b'wy-to you. 
Come along, Heartfree., [ Exit Con. and Heart. 


Sir 
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Sir Job. Wear ſa Sword, Sir— And what of all that if 
Sir: He comes to my Houſe; eats my Meat; lies with | 
m/ Wife; diſhonours my Family; ; gets a Baſtard to in- | 
herit my Efate—And when 1 aſk'a civil Account of all [ 
this=Sir,: ſays he, I wear a Sword Wear a Swor = 
sir? Ves, Sir, ſays he, J wear a Sword: It may be a [ 
ood Anfwer at:Croſs-purpoſes'; but tis x damn'd one to i 
2 Man wp" en Circumſtance—Sir, ſays he I wear | 
a Sword. RK 3D ts 5 n ö 
A ha B.) And what a6 550 Wear now? Ha tell me. | 
eien down 2n a Great Chair. 1 
| What ? en are modeff, and oh Pt Why then, I'll tel! ll 
n you, you Slut you.—You- wear impudent lewd 
ir Face A damn'd ee Heart. And a Tail 
t. and a Tail full of [ e falls faſt See ſnoaring. 
5 L. B. So Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for ſome 
— Hours. 4 
y Bel. Tis well he is ſo, that we may IT Time to 
IF lay our Story handſomely; for we mult lie like the De- 
vil to bring ourſelves off. 
| L B. What ſhall we ſay, Belinaa? 
it. Bel. [Mafing]——T'll tell you: It muſt al Unt a apon | 
y I Heartfree. and I. Well ſay he has courted me ſome | 
| time. But for Reaſons-unknown to us, has ever been ve- 
to ry earneſt the Thing might be kept from Sir John. That, 
w | therefore, hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the 
a-- | Cloſet, tho' againſt our Will, and Conttant with him, to 
n. prevent Jealouly. And to give this a 80 ood impudent 
I Face of Truth, (that I may deliver you from the Trou- 
Ile you are in) IH eben ſif he pleaſes) marry him. 
d | L: B. Em beholden to yon, Couſin; but that wou'd 
e. be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own Sake. 
e- Youlknow he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 
Bel. Tis true: But Elike him, and have Fortune e- 
k rough to keep above Extremity. I can't ſay, I wou 4 
zu lire with him in a Cell upon Love, and Bre ad and But- 
ier: But I had father have the Man I love, and a mide 
| dle State of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chair there, 
t-- and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendor. 
If L. B. In Truth; Niece; you are in the right ont: For 
I am very uneaſy with my Ambition. But, prong had 
-t.. I married as you U do, I might have been as ill us'd. 
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Bel. Some Riſque, I doitonfeſs, there always is: Bu 
ies Man has the leaſt Spark, either of Honour or good. 
bem! 1 never uſe a Woman ill, that loves him, 
ma 2 55 Fan both. Ves 1 muſt own to you, 
ms little Struggling; 1 fill have,, with this teazing Am 
bitten of ours. For Pride, vou know, 15-25 natural to: 
oman, as tis to a Saint. I. can't belp being fond of 
this Rogue; and yet it goes to my Heart, to think I muff 
never whiſk to Hide Park, —.— Pair of Horſes; 
1 Coronet upon my Coach, or a Page to carry up 
al Train. But — all - that Buſineſs of FE; 
ta 


ing Place, is a noble Prerogative.. 1 2 18 0 
'L. B. Eſpe ly after-a/Quarrel.. "TOR 
Bel. Or o Rival. Dat. roy eee fr 


Flee I change m x Mind. For o' my Conſcience, were't MW 
not for your ay M in the Ballance, I ſhould go near to cr 
— * — odious Man of Quality yet, and only take 

ee for a Gallant. 


BL "of hen him you muſt bave, however Things £0. h 

el. Ves. 8 
L. B. Why, we may pretend What we will ; bor ti 

a hard, Matter to live without the Man we beg. Aa 
Bel. Eſpecially when we are married to the Man” wel #4 


bate. Pray tell me; do the Men of the Towa ever be 
eve us virtuous, when they ſee us do ſo? 11. 
I. B. O, no: Nor indeed hardly, let us do what we 
will. They moſt of 'em think, there's no ſuch Thing 
as Virtue, conſider'd in the ſtricteſt Notions of i it: Andi 
therefore, when you hear em ſay, ſuch. 4 one is a Wo- "( 
man of. Reputation, they only mean ſhe's' a Woman of i « 
Diſcretion. For they conſider, we have no more Reli- | 
gion than, the oO have, nor ſo much Morality ; and be- 
tween you and I, Belinda, I'm afraid the Want of Incli | 
nation ſeldom protects any of us. 


Bel. But what think you of the Fear of being found 
out? 

1 think that never kept any Woman vittuous 
long. We are not ſuch Cowards neither. No; let us 
once paſs fifteen, and we have too good an Opinion of 
our own Funging,: to beliere _ World e can penetrate 
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into what we wou'd keep a Secret. And ſo, in ſhort, 


we cannot reaſonably blame theMen for judging of us by 


themſelves. 


Hel. But ſure we are not fo wicked as they are after all. 


L. B. We-are as wicked, Child, but our Vice lies ano 


ther Way. Men have more Courage than we, ſo they 
commit more bold, impudent Sins. They quarrel, fight, 
ſwear, drink, blaſpheme, and the like. Whereas we, 
being Cowards, only backbite, tell lies, cheat at Cards, 
and ſo forth. But tis late. Let's end our Diſcourſe for 
to-night, and out of an Exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall 
Care of that naſty drunken Thing there Do but look 
at him, Belinda. e, , "0 * ; "I 
Frl. Ay, tis a ſavoury Dim. 
IL. B. As ſavoury as*tis, F'mcloy'dwith't, Prithee, 
call the Butler to talee it d Wß•J n. 
Bel. Call the Butler? — Call the Scavenger. | 
To a Servant within] Who's there? Call 2 Let 
him take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little 


Soap and Sand, and fo put him to Bet. | 
L. B. Come, Belinda, I'll een lie with you to-night; 


and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentlemen to ſet 


this Matter even. | | 
Biel. With all my Heart. ys . 
L. B. Good-night, my Dear. | Making a low Curteſy. 
Both. Ha, ha, ha. x [Exeunt. 
Cs. Enter Raſor. 
My Lady, there's a Wag——My Maſter, there's a 
Cuckold, Marriage is a ſlippery Thing Women have 
deprav'd Appetites. My Lady's a Wag; I have heard 
all; I have ſeen all ; I underſtand all; and Fl tell all; 
for my little Frenchauoman loves News dearly. 'This 
Story'll gain her Heart, or nothing will. 


To his Maſter.) Come, Sir, your Head's too full of 


Fumes at preſent, to make room for your Jealouſy ; but 
I reckon we ſhall have rare Work with you, when your 
Pate's empty, Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldly 


drunken Sot you. © {Carries him out upon his Back, 


% 
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 :$:C'E'N E, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 


Enter Lady F ancyful and Madamoiſelle. 
1 Fan. But, why did not you tell „ Made 
nail, that 3 and you were fond? 

: 2 De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. "a 

an. Why, truly, Modeſty does often Sides x us 
from doing Things we have an extravagant Mind to. 

But does he love you well enough yet, to do any Thing 

you'bid him ? Do you think to oblige you he wou d {peak 

Scandal? 

Mad. Matam, to oblige your Latyſhip, he ſhall ſpeak 

Blaſphemy. 

L. Fan. Why then, Madamoiſelle, T'll tell you what 

you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, all 

Nt paſt at' Spring- Garden: I have a mind be ſhou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. 

Mad: Il le fera, Matam. 

Enter a Footman, who ſpeaks to Madamoi ſelle. part. 

Foot. Madamoiſelle; Jae s Mr. Rahr deſires to 
ſpeak with you. 

Mad. Tell him I come preſently. [Exit Tainan. 
Ra ſor be dare, Matam. 

I. Fan. That's fortunate: Well, I'll leave you tage- 
ther, and if you find him ſtubborn, Madamoiſelle—— 
hark you don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable Li- 
berties, to put him into Humour. 

Mad. Laijez moy faire. (Exit L. 5 
[Raſor peeps in, and ſeeing L bog: gone, runs to Mad. 
ales her about the Neck, and kiſſes s ber. 
Mad. How now, Confidence. * 
© Raf. How now, Modeſty. 

Mad. Who make you ſo Caniliar, Sirrah 15 

Raſ. My Impudence, Huſſy. F 

Mad. Stand off, Rogue - face. 


Fal. A h— Madamoiſelle—great News at our Houſe. 
Mad. Why, what be de Matter? | 


k 


Raf. The Matter Why, Uprails all's the Mater. 


1 Tu te mocque de moy. 


55 Now do you . to know the Particulars : 
The 1me when: The Flace where: The Manner how: 
But I won't tell you a Word more. | Mad. 


* N 
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Mad. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſor. 

Raf. Come, kiſs me, then. [ Clapping his Hands 
Mad. Nay, Pridee, tell me. behind him. © 
| Raf. Good b'wy to ye. [ Going” 

Mad. Hold, bold: I will kiſs dee. [ Kifjing him. 
| Raſ. So, That's civil: why now, my pretty Pall; my, 
Goldfinch ; my little Waterwagtail——you muſt know 
that—Come, kiſs me again. 

Mad. 1 won't kiſs dee no more. 

Raf. Good b'wy to ye. 

Mad. Doucement ; Dare: Es tu content. [ Kiſſing bim. 

Raf. So: Now ['ll tell thee all. 
Why, the News is, that Cuckoldom in Folio, is newly 
printed; and Matrimony in Quarto, is juſt going into 
the Preſs 3 will you buy any Books, Madamoiſelle? 


Mad. Tu parles comme un Librair, de Devil no under- TS 
| ſand dee. 


Raf. Why then, that I may make myſelf intelligible 


to a Waiting-woman, I'll ſpeak like a Valet-de-Chambre. 


My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. 
Mad. Bon 
Raf. Which we take very ill at her Hands, I can tell 
her that. We can't yet prove Matter of Fact upon her. 
Mad. N' importe. 


Ra/. But we can prove, that Matter of F aft had like 


to have been upon her. 
Mad. Ouy da. 
Raf. For we have ſuch bloody Circumſtances. 
Mad. Sans doute: 


| Kof. That: any Man of Parts may draw rickling Cor- 
cluſions fram 'em. 


Mad. Fort bien. 


Raf. We have found a Couple of tight well-built Gen · 
| tlemen ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. | 


Mad. Le Diab e. | 


NRaſ. And I, in my particular Perſon, have diſcover” d 
amolt damnabie Plot, how to perſwade my poor Maſter, 
that all this Hide and Seek, this Will in the Wiſp, has no 
other Meaning than a Chriſtian Marriage g tor ſweet Vans, 1 


Belinda. 
Mad, Une Marriage? 


„ les Na 
1 | 


- Rafe; 
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i Raſ. Don't you interrupt me, Huſſy; tis agreed, I 


520 And my innocent Lady, to riggle herſelf out at the 
Backdoor of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage-Bawd to her 8 
Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body to be tum- H 
bled and mumbled, by that young Liquoriſh Whipſter, q 
. F . t 


: Hearifree. Now are you ſatisfy'd ? 
Mad. No. l | 2 1 
Raſ Right Woman; always gaping for more. 
Mad. Dis be all den, dat dou n ? - q 
Raf. All? Ay, and a great deal too, I think. 
Mad. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. 
Eceute mon pouure Raſor. TIES? 
Dou ſees des two Eyes? Des two Eyes have ſee de Devil. 
Raf. The Woman's mad. | 
* In Spring-Garden, dat Rogue Conſtant meet dy 80 
Red Ben. 
Mad. — — I'll tell de no more. 
Rof. Nay, prithee my Swan. 


Mad. Come kiſs me den. [Clapping her Hand * dy 
Faſ. I won't kiſs you, not I. hind her, as he had - 
Mad. Adieu. a YE: done Before. a * 


Raſ. Hold Now proceed. [Gives her a hearty Kiſi. 
Mad. Aca—I hide myſelf in one cunning Place, where g 
J hear all, and fee all. Firſt dy drunken Maſter come mal | 
2 propos; but de Sot no know his own dear Wife, ſo he Þ , 
leave her to her Sport, a T 
Den de Game begin. | 


Le Lover ſay ſoft Ting As ſhe fpraks Raſor gil by 
De Lady look upon de Ground. as the Man, ande d0 
He take her by de Hand the Woman. = 
She turn her head on oder Way. : | = 
Den he ſqueeze very hard. ; 
Den ſhe puil—very ſoftly. _ | | - 
Den he take her in his Arm, 6b AX f 
Den ſhe give him leetel Fat J | 3 1 
Den he kiſs her Tettons. Fm 
Den ſhe ſay—Fiſh, nay, fee. 1 
Den he tremble. | ow 
Den ſhe—ſigh. the: 


Ten he pull her into the Arbor | 
Den fhe pinch him. IN Ra /. 


il. 


Ra /. 
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Ea Ay, but not ſo hard, you baggage you. 
Mad. Den he grow bold. 


She grow weak. , 

He tro her down. 

11 tombe deſu. _ E Hem | 

Le Diable ail. Raſor ffruggles with 
Il emport tout: | | Her as if he wou'd 
Stand off, Sirrah. throw her di aun. 


Raſ. You have ſet me a- fire you Jade you. 

Mad. Den go to de River and quench dy ſelf. 

Raſ. What an unnatural Harlot tis. | 

Mad. Rafor. © [ Looking lan guiſbing on him. 
Raf. Madamoiſelle. | 

Mad. Dou no love me. 

Raf. Not love thee More than a Fenchmam does 
So0p..  - | Eb, | 
Mad. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 

Raf. Dont bid me be damn'd then. 

Mad. No; only tell dy Maſter, all I have tell dee of 
dy Laty. 1 | | 
Raſ. Why, yoo little malicious Strumpet you, ſhou'd 
you like to be ſerv'd ſo ? | ; 

Mad. Dou diſpute den ? —— Adieu. 
Raf. Hold ——But why wilt thou make me be ſuch a 
Rogue, my Dear ? 
Mad. Voila un vrai Anghis! il oft amourex, & cepeu- 
dant il e Vac en au Diable. | | 
Raſ. Hold once more: In hopes, thou'lt give me u 
thy 544) I reſign thee up my Soul. , VEE g 
Mad. Bon: ecoute donc: If (She takes him about the 
dou fail me I never ſee dee 4 Neck, and gives him 
more if dou obey me Je ma- a ſmacking Kiſs, 
bandonne & toy. f [ Exit Mad, 
Raf. ( Licking his Lips. Not be a Rogue i Amor vin- 
Cit omnia. ; [ Exit Raſor. 
Enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 
E. Fan. Marry, fay ye? Will the two Things marry ? 


| Mad. On le wa faire, Matam. 


L. Fan. Look ye, Madamoiſelle, in ſhort, I cant bear 
it——No ; I find I can't—if once I ſee em in bed toge- 
ther, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my Head will 

| | | D 2 | make 
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make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and cell Raj t 
back immediately, for ſomething muſt be done to ſtop Ml ' | 


this impertinent Wedding. If 1 can defer it but four 
and twenty Hours, I'll make ſuch Work about Town, 1 
with that little pert Slut's Reputation, he ſhall as ſoon ] 
marry a Witch, The | | | 

Mad. (Afide.) La Voila bien iutentionte. [ Exeunt, 


0 
SCENE, Conſtant's Lodgings. d 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. = t 

Con. But what doſt thou think will come of this Buſineſs? 
Heart. Tis eaſier to think what will not come on't. a 
Con. What's that? T 
Heart. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well 1 
- for that. His dear Body will always prevail upon his c 
noble Soul to be quiet. | N & I 
Con. But tho? he dare not challenge me, perhaps, he 7 


may venture to challenge his Wife. | 
Heart. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you won't | 
Have him do't? and there's no other way left that I fee. 8 
For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and J were 1 
where we ſhould not be: And I don't think him quite 0 


Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we were got in- 0 

to his Wife's Cloſet only to peep in her Prayer Book. | 

| 1 thy Enter Servant with a Letter. | tl 
Ser. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. g 
Con. O ho, here's Inſtructions for us. y 


Reads) 7he Accident that has happen d has touched our In- 
eventiontothe quick. Weawou'd fain came off, without your g 
Help; but find that's impoſſible. In a Word, the aubol: m 

- Buſineſs muſt be thrown upon a matrimonial Intrigue, le- t! 
taueen your Friend and mine. But if the Parties are nt a 
fond enough to go quite through with the Matter; ti d 
ſufficient for our Turn, they own the Deſign. We'll find 


Pretences enough, to break the Match. Adieu. A 
Well, Woman for Invention: How long wou'd my is 
Blockhead have been producing this * = 
Hey, Heartfree; what muſing Man? Prithee be chearful. th 
What ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial remedy ? th 


Heart. Why I ſay, tis worſe than the Diſeaſe. 
Con. Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty and Mo- 
ney on her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his; ä yet 
| Heart. 
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5 Heart. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be allow'd 


to boggle at marrying the Niece; in the very Moment 


that you are debauching the Aunt. 


Con. Why truly, there may be 'ſomething in that. 
But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own. 
Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf? _ 

Heart. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion enough 


| of her's, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by me. For to 


do 'em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom rambles, till- 
the Huſband ſhews her the Way | 

Con. Fis true, a Man of real Worth, ſearce ever is 
a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not natu- 
rally lewd, there muſt be ſomething to urge em to it. 
They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, be- 
cauſe they deſpiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath him. 
But when they make bold with a Man they once had a- 
well. grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firſt fee them 
ſelves neglected by him. | | | | 
Heart. Nay, were I well aſſar'd, that I ſhou'd never 
grow Sir John, I ne'er ſhou'd fear Belinda d play my* 
Lady. But: our Weakneſs, thou know'ſt, my Friend, 
conſiſts in that very Charge, we ſo impudently throw up- 
on 8 ſteadier and more generous Sex. 

on. Why faith we are a little impudent in that Matter, 


that's the Truth on't. But this is wonderful, to ſee you 


grown ſo warm an Advocate for thoſe (bat t'other Day) 


you took ſo much Pains to abuſe. 


Heart. All Revolutions run into Extreams : - The Bi- 
got makes the boldeſt Atheiſt ; and the coyeſt Saint, the 
moſt extravagant Strumpet. But prithee adviſe me in- 


this Good and Evil, this Life and Death; this Bleffing; 


and Curſing, that is ſet before me. 
die a Maid # | +: p 
Con. Why faith, Heartfree, Matrimony: is like” an- 
Army going to engage,. Love's the forlorn Hope, which 
is foon cut off; the Marriage-knot is the Main-body, 
which may ſtand buff a long Time; and Repentance is 
the Rear-guard, which rarely gives Ground, as long as 
the main Battle has a Being. i 
Hart. Concluſion then ;- you adviſe metoavhore- on, 


7 Jou do. | 
f 93 Gon 


Shall I marry—or- 


— 
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Con. That's not concluded yet. For tho' Marriage 
be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
Blanks; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou' d your kind Fate 
but guide your Hand to that, though J were rapt in all 
that Luxury itſelf cou'd cloath me witli, I {till ſhou'd 
_ envy you. 1 

Heart. And juſtly too: For to be capable of loving 


one, doubtleſs is better than to poſſeſs a thouſand. But 


how far that Capacity's in me, alas, I know not. 

Con. But you wou'd know ?. 

Heart. 1 wou'd. ſo. Ws | 

Con. Matrimony will inform you. | g 
Come, one Flight of Reſolution carries you to the Land 
of Experience; where, in a very moderate Time, you'll 
know the Capacity of your Soul and your Body both, 
or I'm miſtaken. 1 Exeunt. 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 4 
Bel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you rom em.? 
L. B. That they'll be here this Moment. I fancy 
*twill end in a Wedding. I'm ſure he's a Fool if it don't. 
'Ten thouſand. Pound and ſuch a Laſs as you are, is no 
contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. But are not 
you under ſtrange Agitations? Prithee how does your 
Pulſe beat? 
Bel. High and low; IJ have much ado to be valiant; 
Sure it mult feel very ſtrange to go to Bed to a Man? 
L. B. Um—it does feel a little odd at firit, but it will 
oon grow eaſy to you. 5 
6 | Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 
I. B. Good morrow, Gentlemen: How have you 
Nept after your Adventure? | 
Heart. Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, on your Ac- 
counts have kept us waking, : 
Bel. And ſome careful 'Thoughts on your own, I be- 
Leve, have. hindred you from ſleeping, Pray how. does 
this matrimonial Project reliſh with you? 


Heart. 
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Heart. Why faith e'en as ſtorming Towns does with 


Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder baniſhes 
the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 


Bel. Is it then poſſible after all, that you dare think 8 


of downright lawful Wedlock ? 

Heart. Par you have been ſo: fool-hardy, I dare 
do any 

Bel. = * I challenge you; and My 8 the 
Spot where I expect you. 

 Heartfree. "Tis enough; I'll not fail. 2 

(4fide) So, now I am in for Hobbes's Voyage ; za great | 
Leap in the Dark. | 
L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being concluded 
then, have you got your Leſſons ready? For Sir John is 
grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll believe nothing up- 
on eaſy Terms. 

Con. We'll find Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 


But pray how do you find him this Morning ? 


L. B. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud ak. 
ter laſt Night's Dilcovery 3 ; of which however he had 
but a confus'd Notion e'en'now. But I'm afraid the 
Valet-de-Chambre has told him all, for they are very bu- 
ſy together at this Moment. When I told him of Belin- 
da's Marriage, I had no other Anſwer buta Grunt: From 
which you may draw what Concluſions you think fit. 
But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 

Enter Sir John and Raſor. 
Con. Good-morrow, Sir. 
Heart. Good - morrow, Sir John. I'm very ſorry my 


Indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your Fa- 


mil 

. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretions, Sir; 

*tis no ſtrange Thing at all. 

L- B. I hope, my Dear, you are ſatisfied there was 
no Wrong intended you ? 

Sir 7o-n. None, my Dove. 

Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. 8 
free will convince you. For as little as I know of Amours, 
Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough to bring 


four People bogethers without further 1 


Sir 
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Sir John. And I know too, that Intrigues tend to 
Procreation of more Kinds than one. One Intrigue 
will beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daugh- 


| Cle. I am very ſorry; Sir, to ſee you fill ſeem unſa« 
tisfied with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, 
I am ſure, were ſhe my Wife, ſhoa'd meet a better U. 


ſage. FT 
Sir John. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Huſband's: 
the Loſer... 5 OE nr, | 
Con. Sir, You have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer already, 
to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll pardon me 
for meddling in your Family Affairs; but I perceiveIam MW ' 
the Man you are jealous of, and therefore it concerns me. 
Sir John, Wou'd it did not concern me, and then I 
Hou'd not care who it concern d. 55 
Con. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't content 
you, I know but one way more, which, if you think fit, 2 
you may: take. ; WT 334 
Sir John. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty: If I had r 
been found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd f 
have allow'd you twice as much Time to come to yourſelf 
in. | 
Con. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have no 
„ bd 
Heart. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon | 
him. | | "0 [Sir John mu/es.. 
Con. Let-him muſe however, . I'll lay fifty Pound our 
Foreman brings us in, not guilty... | 
Sir John. (fide) "Tis well—'tis very well—In ſpite 
.of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am a down- 
rightſtinking Cuckold Here they are—Boo—Methinks 
I could butt with a Bull. [ Putting his Hand to his Forehead. 
What the Plague did I marry her for? Iknew ſhe did 
not like me; if ſh2 had, ſhe wou'd have lain with me; 
for I wou'd have done fo, becauſe I lik'd her: But that's 
paſt, and I have her: And now, what ſhall I do with | 
her—If I put my Horns into my Pocket, ſhe'll grow in- 
ſolent If I dont, that Goat there, that Stallion, is t 


e 


hk, ft 


ready to whip me through the Guts— The Debate then 


— 2 4 as 
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js reduc'd to this; ſhall I die a Hero? or live a Raſcal ? 
Why, wiſer Men than I, have long ſince concluded, 


that a living Dog is better than a dead Lion. | 


Jo Con. and Heart] Gentlemen, now my Wine and 


my Paſſion are governable, I muſt own, I have never ob- 


ſerv'd any Thing in my Wife's Courſe of Life, to back 


me in my Jealouſy of her: But Jealouſy's a Mark of 


Love; ſo ſhe n2ed not trouble her Head about it, as long 
as I make no more words on't. 
Lady Faneyful enters diſguis d, and addreſſes to Belinda 
| apart. 
Con. J am glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt. Give 
me your Hand, I hope you will look upon me as you 


dare wont. | 


Sir Fohn. Your humble Servant. ¶Aſide.] A wheedling 
Son of a Whore. | 

Heart. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 

Sir John. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 


me if you han't. (4/de) Tis Time to get rid of her; 


A young pert Pimp ;, ſhe'll make an incomparable Bawd 

ms ind Time... | | 
Enter a Servant who gives Heartfree a Leiter. 
Bel. Heartfree your Huſband, ſay you? 'tis impoſlible. 
L. Fan. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were: But tis too 


' true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a Wretch, 


I'm young; and either I have been flatter'd by my Friends, 
as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and generous 
to me. I had a Fortune too, was greater far than he 
could ever hope for. But with my Heart, I am robb'd 
of all the reſt. I'm ſlighted and I'm beggar'd both at 
once. I have ſcaree a bear Subſiſtence from the Villain, 


yet dare complain to none; for he has ſworn, if e'er tis 


known I am his Wife, he'll murder me. [Weeping. 
Bel. The Traytor! 1 
L. Fan. I accidentally was told he courted you; Cha- 
rity ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Miſery: 
And as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to him, as not 
to ſuffer he ſhould do a Thing, for which the Law might 
take away his Life. AL [IVeeping. 


Bel. 
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Bel. Poor Creature; how I pity her ! 
LIBS: 3 [They continue talking aſid-. 
- Heart- ¶ Afide ) Death and Damnation Let me read 
it again, ( Reads) Though 1 hawe à particular Reaſon, 
wot to let you know who I am *tiil I ſee you; yet you'll ea- 
fily believe "tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Ad. 
vice] have lain with Belinda. (Good) I have a 
Child by her, (better and better) which is now at Nurſe, 
(Heaven be prais'd): and I think the Foundation laid for 


another: (Ha !—Old Truepenny !)—No Rack could haut 


tortur'd this Story from me; but Friendſhip has done it. 
I heard of your Defign to marry ber, and cou d not ſee you 
abus'd. Make uſe of my Advice, but keep my Secret till 
4 afe you for't again, Adieu. +42 

| F | DLExit. L. Fan. 


C. (To Bel) Come, Madam; ſhall we ſend for the 
Parſon ? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Lawyer: 
Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their Hearts, 
and that I believe my Friend here has already done, 
very faithfully. | | : 

Bel. (Scornfully) Are you ſure, Sir, there are no old 
Mortgages upon it ? | 55 

Heart. ( Colalyj) If you think there are, Madam, it 
mayn't be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you are ſure 
they are paid off. pe | 

Bel. ( 4fide) How the gall'd Horſe kicks! 

To Heart.] We'll defer it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Heart. The more Time we * to conſider on't, Ma- 
dam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Over-ſights ; 
N if you pleaſe, we'll put it off for juſt nine 
| Months, {1:9 


Biel. Guilty Conſeienees make Men Cowards : I don't 


wonder you want Time to reſolve. 5 
Heart. And they make Women deſperate : I don't 
wonder you were ſo quickly determin'd. | 
Bel. What does the Fellow mean? 
Heart. What does the Lady mean ? 
Sir Jobn. Zoons, what do you both mean? 
[Heart. and Bel. walk chafing about. 


RNaſ. (Aſide) Here is ſo much Sport going to be ſpoil'd,. 


it makes me ready to weep again. A Pox o' this im- 
2 pertinent 
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pertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and her French- 
woman too. She's a whimſical ill natur d Bitch, and 
when J have got my Bones broke in her Service, tis ten 
to one but my Recompence is a Clap; J hear em titter- 
ing without ftill. I-cod, I'll e' en go lug them both in 
by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot, to ſecure my Par- 
don. [Exit Raf. 

Con. Prithee explain, Heartfree. 

Heart. A fair Deliverance ; thank my Starz end my 
Friend. | 

Bel. Tis well it went no Anke. A baſe F ello ! + 

L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this? | 

: Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know: But mine 
is; That if I had married him—I had had no Huſband. 

"Heart. And what's her Meaning, I don't know. But 
mine is; That if I had married her... had had Wife 
enough. 

Sir John. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp 
ways of expreſling themſelves, they ſeldom comprehend 
one another. Pox take you both, will you ſpeak that 
you may be underſtocd. | 


Enter Raſor in Sackloth, aua in Lady Fancy ful, end 


Madamoiſelle. 

Raf. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. | 

L. B. Heaven! what have we here ? 

Raſ. A Villain—but a repenting Villain. Stuff which 
Saints in all Ages have been made of. 

All. Rafor ! 

L. B. What means this ſudden — T2: * 

Raf. Nothing, without my Pardon. f 

L. B. What Pardon do you want ? 

Raſ. Imprimis, Your Ladyſhip's ; for a damnable Lie 
made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the Tune of 
Spring- Garden. 

To Sir John] Next, at my generous Maſter's Feet 


| bend, for interrupting his more noble T —_ with 


Phantoms of diſgraceful Cuckoldom. 
To Con.] Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for 
making him the Hero of my Romance. 
To Heart.] Fourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, 1 aſk, for 
7 marrying you, without either bidding of 
anns, 
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Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friend's Conſent——or your 
_ Knowledge. 


Bel.] And laſtly, to my good young Lady's Cle- 


ae I come, for pretending e Corn was ſow d in the 
Ground, before ever the Plough had been in the Field. 
Sir Fobn. [Alde] So that after all, tis a moot Point, 
hether I am a Cuckold or not. 
Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, I'll 


pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from the 


reſt of the Company. But I muſt know then, who tis 
has put you upon all this Miſchief? 


af. Satan, and his Equipage. Woman tempted me. 
Luſt weaken'd me— And ſo the Devil overcame me: 


| As fell Adam, ſo fell I. 
Bel. Then pray, Mr. Adam, will you mike us ac- 
_ with your Eve? 


: [To Mad] Unmaſk, for the Honour of France. 


411 | Madamaiſelle | f 
Mad. Me aſk ten touſand Pardon of all de god Com- 


" Sir Jahn. Why, this Myſtery thickens inſtead of Clear- 


ing up. 
To Raſ.] You Son of a Whore you, put us out of our 


No.. 
Raf. One Moment brings Sun-ſhine. 


| Shewing Mad.) ' Tis true, this is the Woman that | 


tempted me. But this is the Serpent that tempted the 


Woman: And if my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſh- 


ment for ſo doing, ſhou'd be like the Serpent s of old. 

Pulls off L. F's Maſk ] She ſhou'd lie i * her Face, 
all the Days of her Life. 

All. Lady Fancyfull 

Bel. Impertinent ! 

L. B. Ridiculous ! 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip will gire me leave to wiſh 
you Joy, fince you have own'd your Marriage yourſelf. 


To Heartfree,] I vow, *twas ſtrangely wicked in. 3 ou, 
y ſo 


to think of another Wife, when you had one Wes 
charming as her Lad 7005 
All. on ha, — , ba! 


5 Fan. 


17 » 
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L. Fan. [ Aſide.] Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me l 
Mad. Que le Diable e toute ce Maraut de Raſo. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 

Qualm, perhaps. Mr. Heartfee, your Bottle of Hunga - 

y- water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ſtands as un- 

concern'd, as if he were your Huſband in earneſt. 

L. Fan. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf, Belinda. 

You think you triumph o'er a Rival now. I 
Helas! ma pauvre fille. Where-e'er I'm a Rival, there's 


no Cauſe for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, 'tis from ano- 


ther principle I have aQed. I know that Thing there 
wou'd make'ſo perverſe a Huſband, and you ſo imperti- 
nent a Wife; that leſt your mutual Plagues ſhou'd make 
you both run mad; 1 charitably wou'd have broke the 
Match, He, he, he, he, he ! | 2 

[Exit laughing aſfectedly. Madamoiſelle following her. 

Mad. He, he, he, he, he! | 

Al. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha | | 

Sir John. (Afide.) Why, now this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody too. he 

Bel. Poor Creature, what a Paſſion ſhe's in: But I 
forgive her. 

Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, I 
hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. bt 

Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, ſince J 


am guilty of an equal Fault. Sth 


Heart. Then Pardons being paſt on all Sides, pray, 


let's to Church to conclude the Day's Work. 


Cor. But before you go, let me treat you, pray, with a 
Song, a new married Lady made within this Week; it 
may be of uſe to you both. | 

SONG, 


W Hen yielding firſt to Damon's Flame 
I funk into his Arms, 
He fewore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my Charms. 


IB fond of avbat had long deſir d, 


Too greedy of his Prey, | 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas ! expir'd 
Before the Verge of Day. 1 


— 


A: length, Ah ! Shepherdeſs, cry'd he, 


| Maſe 5, you muſt retreat like me, 
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II. 


My Innocence in Tb Wars, 


R eproach' d his quick Defeat : 
Confus'd, aſoam'd, and bath d in Tears, 
1 mourn'd his cold Retreat. 


Wau'd you my Fire renew, 


'm loft if * purſue. 


Hoare. So, Madam ; now had the Parſon but done his 
Buſineſs 

Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 

Heart. No, ture, [ might diſpenſe with one Night's 
Lodging. | 
Bel. I'm ready to try, Sir, 

Heart. Then let's to 6, OY 


And if it be our Chance to difagree—— 
Bel. Take heed-—The ſurly Husband 5 Fate you ſee. 
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EPILOGUEf 


— 


i PIE OGUE 


Spoken by Lady BxuTE and BELINDA. 
O Epilue | 


. Lard! How Hall ave excuſe it to the Toxun ? 


F fovear I know of 7] | 
Why, we muſt e en ſay ſomething of our own 


Our caun ] Ay, that muſt needs be ang Stuff. 
f 


P11 lay my Life they'll like it aue 


enough 
Come, Faith, begin. 


. Excaie me, after you. 


Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue. 


O for the World, I qwould not have * 


O Lord! 


. I favear. 


O Fye ! 


. Pm all Obedience. 


Firſ then, know all, before our ae is fixt, 
The third Day is for us 


' Nay and the Sixth. 


We fpeak not from the Poet now, nor ts it 
His Cauſe—( I want a Rhime) 
That we ſollicite. 


Then ſure you cannot have the Hearts tobe ſevere; 
And damn us- 


Bel, Damn us! Let em if they dare. 
lady. Why, if they ſhou'd, what Pun/hment remains p 
Bel Eternal Exile from behind our & cenęs. 
Lady. But if they're kind, that Sentence We 'II recal. 
We can be grateful 
Bel. And have wherewithal. 
Lady. But at Grand Treaties hope not to be truſted. 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 
UE. el. You know the Time, and we appoint this Place; 
| Where, if you pleaſe, we'll meet and fign the Peace. 
=— 
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